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| PERSONS. 


dir Huco of Wulfingen, à #night of the boly croſs againſt the 
| Saracens. FOE” 
| Sir Tuzonair of Wulfingen, @ Lnight of the boly croſs againſt 
| : the Pomeranians, and Vandals ; —fon of Sir HuGo, 
| ADELAIDE, rife of Sir THEOBALD. 
W1L1BALD, | 
Orv my Sir e 6 and 7 years old. 
| 'BERTRAM, an old boor. 
| Crailiys, an abbot of the Premonſiranies. 
Mis ro, chief of a Heathen tribe, : 
A Mons, 
A CuariitD, 


Squires, Followers, tc. He. 
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ADELAIDE OF WULFINGEN. 
TRAGEDY. 


ACT 1. 


The ſflage repreſents an open place in a Heathen Village, Tu 


the back ground is an Idol everiurned, and near it on an eminence, a 


erofs erected, The Idol is naked, and bas a lion's face. On iti 

breaft it bears a bull's head, in its right band a club or battle-axe, 

and on its head a bird like a gooſe. On both ſides are the remains 0 

 &dwellings—ſome plundered and lr. others fiill ſmealing, and 
balf demoliſbed. 


os Theobald of Wulfingen end Bis > Squire, mating their way 


over the ruins, 


Theobald 


( Returns bir ſword into the ſcabbard, and throw bims 
ſelf breathleſs upon à billeck.) 


E NOUGH! Enough of toils and carnage ! Sound my 
herald! Sound a retreat to yon mercileſs mob ! I command- 
ed you to fight, and ye have murdered. I pointed your 
fwords againſt the breaſts of men in arms, and ye have 
plunged them into the heafts of ſucking babes. Oh God, 
whoſe all-ſceing eye has brooded with an awful gloom over 
the horrors of laſt night, here do I ſtand before the riſing ſun, 


the image of thy Majeſty :—Here de I ſtand, and with fſelf- - 


acquitting conſcience {wear, that ſacred to me have ever been 


the duties of my order. Blood has ſtained this ſword, yet 


may every drop which bas iſſued from the breaſt of a wo- 
man or a child, fall on my ſoul in liquid fire — Ah! what 


diſtant cries of avguiſh ſtrike my car ! The fhrieks of women! 


the ſcreams of infants Away. Bevys! 1 too have a wife, 1 
too have children. Away, Bevys! thunder to the cowards, © 
to ceaſe the carnage of defenceleſs people, and let thy mace 
kell to the earth him who dares to — (The Squire 
A1 goes) 
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gs) Oh! ſuffering Redeemer! There, amidſt the carcaſes 
of the vanquiſhed, have they fixed thy croſs. The blood of 
the ſlain ſtill trickles down tr.e hill. True, 'tis but the 
blood of the heathens, yet ſurely the blood of men. And 


can theſe ſmoking ruins be an acceptable facrifice in thy fight? 


My heart expands. An urcfiftivie voice calls loudly to me 2 
“They were all thy brethren.” 


A Child with tattered cloaths and diſbevelled hair, is running 
2 affrighted paſt. | 
Chi. My mother! where's my mother? 

The. (Starts) Boy! who is't thou ſeck'ſt 2 

Chi. (Crying) My mother! my mother! 

The, Heavens! 

Chi. Oh! they've killed my father ard my little ſiſter, 
My youryeit brother lies yunder bleeding to death, 
Where's my mother! Where's my mother! 

The, Come to my arms, poor wretch ! 

Chi. There ſtood our hut; all is gone, Oh! how it burns! 
Our little garden is covered with aſhes. Where can I go ?— 


Mother! Mother! (Runs au, and is fill beard at a diſtance, 


calling in a tone of diſir eſs for its mother.) 
The. Hoo! How I ſhudder through my whole frame ! 


How my briltling hair raiſes the helmet from my head! 


Boy | Boy! ceaſe thy cries, Thou crieſt the courage from 
my heart,—-What is this courage? Boldneſs to encounter, or 
Patience to endure ? Perhaps both, and here both forſake 
me! Oh! what then is courage, if a whining child can thus 
unnerve a hcro's arm? My knees totter when I catch a fad- 
ing eye, and the groans of the dying make a very woman 
of me, Tis well the battle is over. | could not fight now. 


The Squire returns, 


qu. All is ſilence, The ſtreets are covered with carcaſes. 
of men, women, and chileren. The honour of the Almigh- 
ty is avenged. — The ſanctuaries of the idols are demoliſhed, 
The holy croſs is ſeen on every fide. But few heathens have 
eſcaped, ſome hundreds, with the chief of their tribe, are our 
priſoners, Our band returns triumphant an i laden with rich 
booty. | | | IT” | 

The. Booty didſt thou call it? Call, it pillage, —pillage 
which I do net wiſh to ſhare. | 

$qu. Not far from the village too, I found the monk, who. 


| accompanied us upon our expedition. | could not but laugh 


at the good man. In the heat of the battle he had climbed 
the higheſt oak, and was lily peeping through the branches. 
I told him that the danger was all over. Inſtantly he deſcend- 


ed from his covert, and is fallowing claſe at my heels. 


The. Fierce ava boy to blow t! and tcarful as a boy, 
bo ſkulk into a corner when tRNA, has ever been 
1 | | A their 
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their way. How firange are my fenſations! An inviſible 
hand tears away the cloud of artifice, and truth already 
dawns in the horizon, Would I were at home with the 
partner of my ſoul |! | | | 


_ The Monk enters. 


Monk. Praiſe he unto God! hail noble knight! the Lord 
was with your ſword. Fallen are the proud. heathens, and 
demoliſhed their abominable idols. My eye is moiſtened 
with a pious tear—a tear of heavenly joy, when I behold the 
emblem of the holy croſs, erected by your valiant arm, 


The. Give rhe then your teſtimony, that I have honourably 


fulfilled my vow.—You well know how your Abbot, by the 
pieus zeal, which flowed from his lips, by papal bulls, by 


abſclution, and promiſes of blefling, perſuaded me to this ex- 


, eurſion. Give me your teſtimony in his preſence, that I 
have ſulfilled the word of a knight. 
Ment. That will 1L.—1 will relate to him what miracles of 
valour you performed in- our holy cauſe before my eyes. 


The.. (In a tone of deriſion) Pardon me, good father! | 


T was beneath your eyes. Wn 
| AZonk. And be ſhall double your abſolution, ſh all extend it 
to your children, and bleſs you through a thouſand generati- 
ons. | <a | - . 
Tze. Tis well. Then 1 ſhall be bleſt enough. Now, with 
the hand of a knight, take the irrevocable oath, that, as long 


as this arm can wield a ſword or lance, it never ſhall again 


contend for the church, or for God, as you call it. 

enk. Sir knight, fir knight, you forget yourſelf, _ 
The. 1 do not—little as I ever ſhall be able to forget the 

ſcenes of horror, which laſt night I witneſſed. | hold you at 

your word. Did you not give-your teſtimony that I had ſul- 

filled my vow ? Have not l, have not my anceſtors yet done 

enough? Have you forgotten that for three and twenty 

years, I have been fatherleſe—that Hugo, of Wulfingen, 


went to the holy land againſt tho Saracens, and there proba- 


bly found his grave ? 
Monk, A bleſſed martyr, if his blocd flowed for the glury 
of God! f | 1 ' 
The. And yet my tears, and the tcars of my mother, flowed 
for him. | 5 | 1 
Monk, Pearls in the erown of the juſt. 
The. Fine words you have at command, good father, 
Monk. The words of the church's ſervant ; his teſtimony 
and his bleſſing bear the ſoul aloft, as upon the beams of light 
to heavenly bliſs. Shielded by them no angel will obſlruct 


your way. But if your choleric, valour caanot brook empty” 


words—'tis well, ſir knight, to you belong deeds. Ariſe | Fight 
for the honour of your God! Is your army already weary ? 


ls your ſword already gorged ? B:hold, all the tribes 1 5 
| Rs ; well. 
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dwell upon the coaſt, are loſt in careleſs indolence, and where: 
perchance one fugitive eſcaped your arm, he has poured: 
diſmay and terror into every trembling heart. Ariſe! rally 
your followers! Away to freſh victories! 


The. Spare your lunge, good father, 1 abide by my oath. 
Of what avail can theſe baſe conqueſts be to God, to yon, my. 


country, or myſelf? God needs no champion wal: could once 


have reckoned among my. followers, many a valiant warrior 
to wield the ſword or battle axe. What are they. now ? 


Robbers, who ſpare neither age nor ſex, and then caſt lots for 
plunder. 


A Follower f Sir Theobald enters. 
Fol. Sir knight, we are conducting to your preſence the 


chief of the tribe which we have conquered Here is his bau- 
ner. (Preſents.a long flaff, on the point of which is fixed the image 


of a bear, or any other wild beaſt.) A proud and {tubdorn man, 
Monk. Has he blaſphemed ? 


Fol. Not ſo. He ſpeaks but little, yet each word is a com- 
mand. His impreſſi ve tone, his hoary locks, and his dignificd. 


mien, conſtrain tl.e moſt ſtubborn to ſubmiſſion. He comes. 


Miſti voi enters, guariled and in likes, 
Miſ. Whither will you lead me? Why do you drag me over 


the bodies of my brethren, and the ſmoking ruins of my for- 


mer dwellings? Is it not alike to you where | dic? Slay me, 


| VII go u0 further, 


Gua. Bend thy knee befure that croſs, 

Miſ. Never 

Monk. How! dareft thou ivſult our God ? | 

Mis. Never did | inſult your God, nor ſhould I, had I been. 


your conqueror.—Never did | bend my knee before your. 


God, nor will l, though I am your ſlave. 

Monk. Hear, fir knight! he attacks the hs of God. 
At the foot of the holy croſs, let his blood, drop by drop— 

The. Reverend father, I kcard no attack. (half ajide) Old 
man l venerate thy pride. 

Monk. Sir knight, | command yau in the name of Gd 

Mis. Is this yuur knight? Is this he, Who, like a daſtard, 
falls, when it is dark, on a defence leſs tribe? Is this your 
knight ? 1s this he, who only draws his ſword to plunge it in 
the hearts of infants? 

The. (Craſping his fword ) Man : But thy chains prote® 
thee. | 

Mis. Why heſitate ? 'tis but ene murder more. Or doſt 
thou think it a leſs honourable deed to butcher an iufirm old 


man, than a poor helpleſs babe ? 


The, Rude man, thou doſt miſtake me. 
| Mis. Oh! 1 know thee well. The groans of the dying too 


plainly told me who thou art. How they all and flaring 


at 
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at me! Some with ſcorn, ethers with compaſſion. Stare at 
me ſtil}, but with ſcorn, not compaſſion.— Scorn can return: 
Compaſſion hurts me.- 

The. Take off his chains, and leave us. (Guards obey. ) 

Miſ. 1 know not, knight, is this benevolence ? Have yau 
thus rid me of my fetters, that I may die at liberty ? Then, 

take my thanks. Or is it mockery? Wilt thou-make me 
feel, that, even when free from chains, my arm can do no 
more. Then woe be on thy head The firſt fircbrand, which 
I ſeize, ſhall hurl thee to deſtruction. 

The. I meant to dive into thy ſoul. I longed to converſe 
coolly with thee. 1 wanted to find means to calm thy boiling 
blood. For this I took away thy chains. 

Mif. Coolly !--Art thou mad? | had ſeven ſons—they 
are all fallen, | had three daughters—thy villains have de- 
filed and murdered them. I had a wife—a wife, who for 
ſorty years, had ſhared my joys and ſorrows—there ſhe lies, 
welteriug in her þlood. —Coolly'  Coolly ! I was chief of this 
tribe, revered and loved. Young and old aſſembled round 
me on fcſtivals, and called me father. Even Jaſt night, I 
food in the circle of my friends, and hailed the ſetting ſun. 
To-day I ſtand alone—bereft of children—bereft of wife, — 
Coolly ! Coolly! ] had a peaceſul dwelling, fertile fields and 
thriving flocks. My houfe is now a heap of ruins, my fields 
are all laid waſte, my flocks are bleating for their ſhepherd. 

The. (Extremely agitated) Hold | 

MF. ( Olfer ves him cleſely, and after a pauſe) Young ' 3 
Thy out ward faſhion ſeems aſſumed, perhaps impoſed. What 
had | done to thee ? We had never ſeen each other. I had 
never injured thee. Why didſt thou fall on me and mine, 
when we had loſt all our cares in fleep ? Haſt thou too chit 
dren? Haſt thou too a heart? 

: Theobald is abafted and ſilent. 

Monk. We took arms by command of our God, to 
erect his holy croſs among the heathen, to conduct the blind 
into the path of light, to convert wolves into lambs, and 
unite them to the flock of the Lord. 

Miſ Then ſhould ye have approached our lonely bete, 
with the palm of peace in your hands, and the honey of per- 
ſuaſion on your I'ps. Then ſhould ye have preached the 
word of truth, and ſent conviction to our hearts. Had ye 
done this, perhaps we had willingly followed your inſtruc- 
tions, 

A7onk, Doſt thon not acknowledge, then, our God's omni- 
potence, and your idol's nothingneſs? Behold | There in 
the duſt it lies; the holy croſs is reared on high, 

Mrf. Shallow boaſter | Mortal hands have formed von 
image: Mortal hands have formed this croſs. Mortal arms 
have levelled that with the earch, and planted this upon the 
ea talk of thy God and of our God? We have but 
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one God. And muſt the blood of hundreds then be ſneck 
becauſe ene chuſes a croſs, another a lion's ſace, as the ſym- 
bol of the Inviſible? | - | 

Mont. Hear fir knight! He blaſphemes. 
The. Peace, monk | Revere his age. 
Mont. If thy heart pay leſ regard to God's honour than 
to his, tis well. Think then, at leaſt, of all the dreadful ra- 


vages, which, for a long train of years, have been committed 
on our lands, by theſe rude barbarians, ever ſince Henry the 


Lion and Bernard of Aſcania were no more. Think of the 
poor chriſtians, who have been forced by them to bear the 
gallinz yoke of ſlavery. Think of the wives and children 
whom they have made widows and orphans. 

Miſ. Thou lieſt. Never h. my little tribe, ſince J have 
governed it, advanced beyond its peaceful limits. Thow- 
lieſt. Never have my ſubjeQs gained ſubſiſteuce by plunder- 
ing their {ellow-creatures. 'I'hou lieſt. Never have chriſ- 
tians languiſned in our dungeons. 1 myſelf poſſeſſed but 
one. Ile was old, and more my friend than flave. Nor 
did | either force or betray him hither. I bought him of 


my neighbours. 


Monk. A chriſtian! Merciſul Gad! Where is he? Whi- 


| ther has this ſhcep ſtrayed? Has it not heard the voice of the 
ſhepherd ? | 


The, (Who, throughout this ſcene, has appeared to have been 
deeply immerſed in theugbt, now approaches the old min with ex- 
alted, yet timorous, mien, and offers his band) Can'ſt thou for- 


give me? 


Miiſ. (Throwing back bis band) Never | Thou haſt robbed 
me of all, and were [| now to forgive thee, thou would'ſt fill 
up the meaſure of thy cruelty—thou wouldſt grant me life. 

The. But if I repair all that I am able to repair; if 1 re- 


place thee in thy rights, collect thy ſcattered ſubjeRs round 


thee, releaſe the priſoners, lay tle bloody booty at thy ſect, 
rebuild thy huts —— W 10 | 
Miſ.. (Rajſing bis eyes towards Heaven) Oh! my wife, my 
children! | | 
The. (Stands as if flruck dumb — A ſolemn frauſe enſues — Then 
with warmth) Oh that the departed breath of life would but 
obey my voice! Yet thou, old man, whoſe filver locks in- 
ſpire my ſoul with reverence unutterable, thou wert not 
merely a huſband and a father; thon wert the head of a far 
larger family. On thy lips hung doctrines of wiſdom and of 
peace. To thee they were indebted for eaſe and comfort ; 
without thee they mult have periſhed. Take back this ſtaff, 
this enſign of thy dignity. Still make thy litcle people good 
and happy, and become a member of our church, | 
Miſ. Young man, in thy eye beams the goodneſs of thy 
heart. I underſtand thee, 'I'b's was not thy cruelty. (With a 
glance towards the Monk) Thou wert but the inſtrument.— 
| ; | ( Preſenting 
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( Preſenting his band) I forgive thee. The blord of the flain he not 
on thee, nor on thy children. I take back the ſtaff, drenched 
in the gore of my friends. I take it, to do good, while my 
weary foot ſtill reſts upon the brink of the yawning grave. 
But my faith I never will reuounce. I am old. My days 
can be but few. Already is the potter kneading the clay 
from which my urn/ is to be formed. In the belief cf my 
fathers have Il lived : In the bebef of my fathers will 1 die. 

Monk. Hear, fir knight ! He blaſphemes. 

i. But to thee be full pern, ſſion granted, to ſend men 
into my territories, who may peaceably aunounce thoſe doc- 
trines, of which they afhrm themſelves poſſeſſed. To my 
people, ton, be ſull permiſſion granted, to adopt thoſe doc- 


trines. If they but fulfil their duty towards me and their 


brethren, I ſhall be ſilent, 

The. 1 am ſatisfied —But one condition more—Thou haſt 
mentioned the purchaſe of a chriſtian flave. My duty, as a 
knight, forbi4s me to leave him among heathens. 

Mi. ] go in ſearch of him. But ere [leave thee, firanger, 
give me thy name, | 

The, Theobald of Wulfingen. 

Miſ. And he, with whom thou ſpeak'ſt is old Miſtivoi ; 
and as a proof the t he no longer fect; reſentment, he divides 
this ring. (Draws a ring from bis finger, and breaks it) Take 
this, and if ever thou again approach theſe dwellings, thou, or 
thy ſon, or grandſon, let kim fend to me the half of this ring. 


Then will I acknowledge the bond of hoſpitality now made 


between us, and receive him in my hut—when I again puſ- 
feſs one. ( After a pauſe of beart-felt ſenſibility) Farewell! 
The, (Burſts into his arms) Farewell! Be my friend. 

Miſ. 1 am thy friend. The bleſſings of thy God and of 


my God be ſhowered upon thee! Truſt me, youth, ſuch men 
as we ſhall meet again, whether before the throne of Jeho- 


vah, or in the bliſsful habitation of Radegaſt. Goes. 
The. ( Leans mournfully againfl a tree) Be not aſhamed of 


| ſuch a tear. Let it flow uncheck'd. *Tis a tear that well 


becomes a knight.— What virtue, but may be found in this 
heathen ? I toek his all, and he forgave me, Bluſh chriſtian, 
bluſh ! | e 
Mond. Sir knight, be on your guard. A heatben's virtue 
is but mere hypocriſy. Re 

The. ( Peeviſbly) Pſhaw | Mutter thy litanies, and count 
thy beads. Thou ſhall not ſubdue my faith in human na- 
ture. | | 

Monk. This is the language of the tempter. Son of the 
church, ſteel thy heart! Armour of the Lord, ſhrink not 


| from thy faith! Have you then, fir knight, ſorgotten the 


oath, which you ſwore before our pious abbot, at the altar? 
Have you forgotten the ſolemn proteſtation, that you would 


exterminate this curſed race? And yet live many hundred s 


priſoners. Vet lives the proud imperious Miltivai, 
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The. Ves, and ſhall live. 1 have fulfilled the dreadful vow; 


of this you have yourſelf given teſtimony. Not one more 
drop of guiltleſs blood ſhall now be ſhed. 45 

Monk. Is this the language of a chriſtian hero? Will you 
not rather reſtore their idols, and offer ſacrifice to them, even 
at the foot of the holy croſs? 

The. Beware of deriſion, reverend father. Do you wiſh 
the propagation of the goſpel? well! This too is provided 
| for. You heard the agreement made between Miſtivoi and 
myſelf. — | 
Monk. An agreement with a heathen! A bond between 

Chriſt and Belial! you promiſed to ſave all that could be ſa- 
ved. You promiſed to return the coſtly booty, which was 


deſtined for our pious abbot and the church.—Where then 


are all your mighty plans ?—You would clothe our altar. 
You would melt the impious ornaments of all their idols into 
golden chalices, ſilver cenſers, images of ſaints— 
The. I underſtand you, reverend father. The booty ſhall 
be valued, and the loſs made good from my own property. 
Monk. Sir knight, I thank you in the church's name, but— 
The, Not another But, leſt. Il repent, that the croſs upon m 
mantle, was received from the hands of your abbot. But yeſ- 
terday, my zeal began to cool, my reſolution wavered. 


Monk. To cool—and wavered! You ſee, fir knight, how 


buſy Satan k | 
Dye. Satan had nothing to do with it, good father, 
_ Monk. How ſo, fir knight, how ſo? By what means? 
_ The, By what means! Why ſhould I be aſhamed of the 
confeſſion ? By the tears of my wife. My Adelaide gazed at 
me with ſuch anxiety, followed me ſo muuruſully through 
every paſſage, heaved ſuch deep ſighs from her huſom—and 
when the ſervant entered with my armour, ſhe hurſt into 
a flood of tears—but when I braced on my corlſclet, ſorrow 
quite overwhelmed hcr—ſhe threw her arms around my 
neck— go | 


Monk. Sir knight, can you be turned aſide by the toying of 


a woman ? 


The. No, good father. 1 know my Adelaide. Tis true I: 


raiſed her from the humble cottage, to make her the compa- 
nion of my life; but in her veins flows as noble blood, as if 
her anceſtors had been a race of heroes. Never has one 
thought, unworthy of her preſent rank, reminded me of 
what ſhe was. How often, when I have been ſummoned to 


the field, has ſhe, with her own hands buckled on my har- 


neſs, and with chearful mien gone with me to the caſtle 
gate! But yeſterday, unaccountable preſages ſeemed to labour 
in her breaſt, Her parting kiſs was bathed in tears, and with 
a voice of heart-felt forfow, ſhe bade me to ſparc the unſortu- 
nate, but moſt to regard myſelf. | | 

1 | Monk, 


Il 


Monk. To ſpare! Truly ſhe was mighty generous. Are 
not theſe the very heathens, who, ſome eight years ago, in one 
of their excurſions, dragged her father into bondage ? 

The. True, and Adeldide has mourned his loſs, but not by 
renouncing her humanity, The mean ſenſation of revenge 
is foreign to her. 


A Follower of Sir Theobald enters with Sree 


Fol. Sir knight, this is the chriſtian ſlave ſent by Miſtivoi. 

The. Come nearer. How loug haſt thou been a priſoner ? 

Ber. Eight years. No—but five years. The three laſt, 
ſpent in Miſtivoi's hut, have not been years of ſlavery, 

The. From what part of our country cam'ſt thou, that 1 
may return thee to thy maſter ? 

Ber. | am a boor in the demeſnes of Wulllagen,. My 

maſter is Sir Hugo of Wulfingen.— 

The. Whoſe ſon now ſtands before the. g 
Ber. Then you muſt be Sir Theobold. Heaven bleſs you, 
noble ſir! | 

The. Thy name ? | | 8 

Ber. Bertram. 4 

The. (Starts) Bertram! Heavens! Had'ſt thou a daugh- 
ter ? 

Bert. (Alarmed) A daughter !—No—Yes— 

The. Is Adelaide thy child? 

Ber. ( Extremely agitated) Adelaide !—Yes—That i 1 my 
daughter's name. Is ſhe alive ? | 

The. (Claſps bim in bit arms) Adelaide is my viſe ! 

Ber, (Cries aloud) Your wife 

The. My good, my much-loved wife! 

Ber. God of Heaven! How is that poſſible ? 

The. To virtue and to beauty all is poſſible. I one day 
found her at a well. Twas not long after the heathens had 
carried thee off. She was weeping. 1 aſked her the reaſon 
of her grief. I am anorphan,” anſwered ſhe, * ere I could 

iſp, | loſt my mother; and but a few days fince, the Van- 
« Uals robbed me of my father.” Her words, her tears, 
ſunk deep into my heart. I went—and | returned. I faw 
her oft; yet never faw her enough. 
upon a lady of high birth to be my wife — but all in vain! 
Already was I bound in the ſoſt chains of love. I laughed 


at anceſtry and riches. | led my Adelaide to the altar 
Thanks be to Heaven, I never, for a moment, have repented 


ſuch a choice! Come, old man, thou ſhalt be a witneſs of 
our happineſs. Thou ſhalt ſee | += ——— | 
Ber. ( Always alarmed) Grandchildren ! 
The. 'T'wo ſweet lads, if I be not blinded by a father's 
fondneſs. '; But why doſt thou thus tremble? Why doſt thou 


thus wildly roll thy eyes around ? Has the yoke of bondage 


My uncle had fixed 
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made thy heart inſenſible of joy? Or how? Doſt thou think 
thou ſhalt be leſs my father, becauſe blind fate has made thy 
{on-in-law a knight, and thee a boor ?—Fear it not. Thou 
art the father of my wife. I will revere thee. My chil- 
dren will revere thee. Thou ſhalt paſs the remaiader of 
thy days in undiſturbed tranquillity, 

Ber, | thank you, fir knight. Allow me another queſ- 
tion. 

The, Call me ſon. 

Ber. Is your father yet returned from Paleſtine ? 

The. Alas! No. Why doſt thou daſh this wormwood in 
my cup of joy? For twenty ycars | have had no account of 
him. Doubtlefs he fell a ſacrifice to the fury of the infidels, 
with many another knight, who went into the holy land. — 
Thouſands of tears have [ ſhed for him, as a child, on the lap 


of my mother; as a youth, on the grave of my mother; and 


as a man, on the boſom of thy daughter. Let us quit the 
ſubject. Be the reſt of this day dedicated to joy! Heavens ! 
What a full meaſure of delight awaits my Adelaide! How 


much was ſhe deceived by all her frightful omens ! 1 go to 


found an immediate retreat. Hold thyſclf in readineſs. In 
a ſew minutes we bend homeward, — | l 
| | Goes wwith the Monk. 
Ber. What have I heard? Wretch that | am! Shall I 
then be reconducted to my brethren, only to plunge an affec - 
tionate couple into irrecoverable miſery ? Has God prolonged. 
my days, only to involve me in a canteſt the moſt horrible, 
between religion and humanity ? With a ſingle word, I cruſh 
four innocent fellow creatures, drive them into wretchedneſs, 
and bring down the ban upon their heads.—No.—I will be 
ſilent. I'll tear my tongue from my mouth ——Adelaide ! 
My dear good Adelaide !—Oh! Why was I not allowed to 
die here in peace? (The ſound of a trumpet & beard at a diſ- 
tance) The ſignal of retreat But 'ere Igo, another tear upon 
the neck of generous Miſtivoi. Would it were the laſt that 
am doomed to ſhed on earth! 
_ [Staggers over the ruins, leaning on bis flick, 


_ SCENE—4 Room in the Cafile of Wulfingen. 


The fat abbot Cyrillus enters ana louks round, 


Cyr. Not a mortal to be ſeen. For ever locked in her cham- 


ber, for ever kneeling to her crucifix, or among her maids. 


with loom and ſpindle, or inſtructing her two boys!—ls this 
virtue, or is it her humour? Perhaps both. Perhaps too, 


neither. The title of noble lady has inflamed the daughter 


of a boor. She has ſomewhere heard of ſuch a word as ho- 
nour, a glittering toy, of which ſhe ſhortly will be tired. 


Could I but arrive fo far as to diſcover that the language of 


my eyes was no longer unintelligible, that when 1 _— at 
: | er 
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her with melting tenderneſs, ſhe no longer looked at me with 
ſuch—how ſhall I expreſs it—ſuch ſtupidity, ſuch apathy—— 
could | arrive ſo far as to ſee her eyes caſt upon the earth, 
when in my preſenee, then—my game were won. If the 
knight allow me but ſufficient time, if Tather Benjamin will 


mother is gone tu the village, to draw water from the well. 
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but obey my orders in kindling his breaſt with enthuſiaſm, in 
draggiug him ſrom one nation to another, from one conteſt 
to another, in holding Heaven before his eyes, whenever 
his zeal flags and if, in ſpite of all his intrepidity, ſome lucky 
heathen ſpear at laſt ſhould reach his heart—Ha ! What a 
golden opportunity! To conſole the mourning widow! To 
creep into her heart beneath the maſk of pity * | 
hold! ! Who comes? 1 was almoſt too. loud. 


Wilibald and Ottomar bop into the room. 


Wil. God bleſs you, father abbot ! 
Ott. God bleſs uu. 
Cyr. U thank you, children. Where is your mother ? 
Wil. I don't know. 
Ott. (Conſequentially) But Ido. 
Cyr. Well, let us near then, my little fellow. 
Ott. But what will you give me, if I tell you? 
Cyr. Are you fo covetous? Will you do nothing unleſs 
paid for it? | 
Ott. O yes, to poor pebple. But my ſather ſays you are 
rich, and have more than you want. | 
Cyr. Does he ſay ſo? It ſeems then, I muſt bribe vou. 
Wil. Bribe! Fie, brother! 
Oi. How can help 3 it, if he calls it ſo ? ? 
| Cyr. Look, Ottomar ! what a pretty picture! 
b Obs: (Grofps eagerly at of Who is that _ with a great 
(ey ? 
Cyr. Saint Peter. 
Ott. What can he do with that key? 
Cyr. He can- open the gates of Heaven, Now, tell me 
where your mother is. \ 
Wil. You've taken a bribe, Now you muſt tel, 
Ott. No.—Th:re father abbot, take your picture back. My 
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Cyr. She herſelf! Could ſhe not ſend any of her ſervants ? 
Are there nut ſprings cloſe to the caſtle gate? You mult be 
lying, boy. 

Ott. Do you know what I did lately, wes treat Bevys, 
my father's ſquire, told me I lied? . 

Cyr. Well? Ef 

Ott. 1 ſtruck him on the face. 

Cyr. And what did great Bevys do? 

Ott. He ran to my father and told him. But my father 
Was not angry. 5 1 away. 

B - Wit. 
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[ Wil. And my father was right. [Runs after his brother. 
Cyr. Like parents, like children 


; Adela ide enters with tuo water-pitchers, and places them before 


the door. 
Heaven bleſs you, noble lady! 
Ade. And you, reverend abbot ! b 


Cyr. Is it then true? I thought that Ottomar had lied. 
Ade. That he dare not, even though i in jeſt. What was it 


that you would nat credit ? 


Cyr. (Pointing at the pitchers) Your deſcending to the em- 


ployment of a menial. 


Ade. Does this ſurpriſe you, reverend abbot? Yau may 


perhaps miſtake it for oſtentation, ſince I have ſo many ſer- 
vants, and an induſtrious wife may be employed to better 
purpoſe, than in bringing water from the well. I will ex- 
plain this, reverend abbot. To yoh my birth is not a ſecret. 
Eight years are on this day elapſed, ſince I went down with 
the ſame pitchers to yonder well. My tears were mingled 
with the water; for you may remember, at that time the 


Vandals had juſt robbed me of my father, the only prop of 


my poor helpleſs youth. Sir Theobald ſaw me, loved me, 


and made me the happieſt of women. Shall I not celebrate 


this day! ? Long as I live, theſe pitchers ſhall retain their 
place among my bridal orvaments. Never do I fail, upon 
this day, as foon as | have-finiſhed my morning prayer, to vi- 
ſit yonder well. My reaſon tells me that it is to recollect my 
former Towlineſs. My heart tells me that it is to call to my 
remembrance, the firſt words, the firſt looks of my dear 


Theobald. | 
Cyr. This 1 is commendable, noble lady. But beware leſt 


your affection ſhould become idolatry. - 


Ade. Oh] that my affe ion were capable of increaſe! Am 


I not indebted to him for every thing? Without him, what 
had 1 been? A deſerted orphan, turned out into the wide 


world, and expoſed to every violence. The tears of ſorrow 
flowed into theſe pitchers, and for eight years I have ſhed 
none but tears of joy. Oh! chat my affection were capable 
of inereaſe! Oh! that this heart could love more fer- 
vently! . 

Cyr. (Afide) Torture! . 

Ade. (Depreſſed) For the firſt time, in 2 all theſe happy years 


be is abſent on this day. But, he is fighting for our holy 


church, and I muſt hold my peace. What think you, reverend 


father? May he ſoon return from this excurſion? 


Cyr. As it happens, noble lady. He ſwere to me that he 


would level with the earth the heathen villages which lay be- 


yond the Elbe, and deſtroy the inhabitants with fire and 


| way... if he ſhould find the wretches n he may 


5 with | 
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with eaſe at onde annihilate them. If hot, the days may be* 
prolonged to weeks. 

Ade. ( Raifing | ber hands and eyes) Prote& him, God of bat- 
tles! Tis thy holy name for which he fights. Cover him, 
ye angels, with your: wings. Conduct him back victorious, - 
to the boſom of his alfectionate wife, to the arms of his chil - 
greg? 

Cyr. (Aſile) Vere ris I agaimalone with her, and not a 
Angle ſyllable comes forth at my command. 


Willibald runs into the room.” 
Wil. Mother! The guard upon the tower has blown his © 


horn. 
Ottomar hops forward.” | 
Ort. Mother! What a many men on horſeback ! we” 
* a dreadful duſt. 
Ack. Has not the centinel a who they are? 
Wil. They're too far off. 
- Ade. Go then, children, Climb upon 'the turrets, and | 
when they are nearer, come to me . 
4 run away. 9 
Cyr. (Somewbat afraid 'Tis 3 would hope — an 
hoſtile ſurpriſe.— 
Ade Oh fear it not, nw abbot. My huſbind has no 
_ quarrels with his neighbours. Perhaps they may be-gueſts : 
Ihen l am only ſorry Sir Theobald is abroad. . 
r may paſs on the left to Ermerſdorſ. 


Wilibald and Ottomar enter with a ſhout of oy. 


| Beth—Mother | Mother! My father's coming | My a- 
ther's comin 
Ade. My Iesbald f (Burſts out at the door, followed by © 
Wilibald and Ottomar 
Cyr. (As if thunder, ruck) Tan thouſand devils {Poder * 
Benjamin! Father ons 7. This Wave; gravis, * 


* The — male wy nice di Hints b dats ail * 
—_—_ media and gravis. 
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END OF THE FIRST-ACT. - 
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ACT II. 


The fla ge repreſents a Place in front of the caſile of W, u- 
gen, In Ne back-ground is a part of the.caſile, ſurreunded by 


a moat, over which is @ draw w- -bridge that falls when the cure 
tain ri/es. 


Adelaide, Cyrillus, Willibald and Ottomar paſt ſwily from 
the caſtle-gate, over the bridge. 


4 Ih! That may not be deceived! 


Pil. (Hopping and ſpringing) No, mother, no! The guard 
on the tower knew my fathcr's armour perfectly, and the 


| white creſt upon his helmet; and father Benjamin was trot- 


ting behind him on the mule. 
Cyr. I congratulate yon, noble lady. | 
Ade, Reverend abbot, I thank yon. Run, children! 


Climb upon the hill, and tell me when they approach. 


Bath —( Running up the bill) Huzza! My father $ coming ! 
My father's coming! 


Cyr. (Concealing his vexation beneath a ſaile) What tranſport 
theſe children feel ! 

Ade. Oh! Mine is not more ſedate. Willingly would I 
run with them over every ſtone, were it but becoming in a 
wife. And why ſhould it not? Cuſtom and faſhion are fell 
tyrants, and they impoſe their bondage even upon love and 
tenderneſs. Children, can you diſtinguiſh nothing ? | 

Wil. (Holding bis band above his eyes) The ſun dazzles me. 

Ott, (Raifing brnfelf upon bis toes) Ottomar's ſo little, 


mother. 


\ Cyr. (In a tone of derifion) It would ſeem as if the knight 
had but been paying a familiar viſit. 


Ade. (Empbatically) He has, I cannot doubt it, done his 


duty; and that he has done it in ſo ſhort a time, deſerves 


your thanks, as the author of the expedition, and mine, as the 
expectant wife. Wilitald, can you ſee nothing? | 

Wil. Duſt; dear mother, a great deal of duſt, and amorigh 
it ſomething glitters like arms. | 

Cyr. (Ima tone of deriſion) If they raiſe as much duſt on 
their return, as at their departure, tis a happy ſign that no 
one can have loſt his life in the excurſion. 

Ade. (Smiling) | know not, reverend abbot, what inference 
am to draw from your remarks. Do you mean to attack 
the honour of Sir Theobald : Or, why do you inſult my ear 
with ſuch diſcourſe ? 

Cyr, Not ſo, noble lady 


Ade. 
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Ade. Not ſo; reverend abbot. 
interruption to my joy. Wilibald, can you ſti 
thing? 

. ( Claps bis bands) Huzza, dear mother ! It is my fa- 
ther! It is my father! I know his grey horſe; and great Be- 


diſcover no- 


vys is riding behind him, and father * upon the mule 


lite a bear upon a beam. 
Ott. I fee them all bony mother. 


I am not di 17 for any” 


Ade. I thank thee, oh ! God, that thou haſt liſtened to my 


fervent prayer, arid thrown my dark preſages to the- winds ! 


Cyr. Preſages, noble lady: Have you ever felt their influ- 


ence ? 


Ade. Preſages, - or thick blood, or nervous terror —eall it 


i 


what you will. With fearful heart I always have ſurveyed 
the ſteed which was to bear my huſband to the heat of Battle. 


But never have I felt what yeſterday oppreſſed me. 
thought a world was laid upon me! Methought a gulf di- 
vided me from my beloved Theobald! Heaven be praiſed ! 
was but ideal. My imagination catches ſuch quick 
alarm. 


Me- _ 


Cyr. Be not ſo quick in your concluſions. Preſages are 


the warnings of the Almighty. 'Tis true ; your huſband 
now returns in health. For this we render thanks to God 
and to Saint Norbert. Vet is there nothing but life, for 


which you tremble? I know full well, fair lady, that ſtrick 


fidelity lies nearer to the heart of one, who loves like you. 


How if—(which Heaven forefend, but our terfipter is ever 


on the watch)—how if Satan, in an entiemg moon: light 
night, ſhould have availed himſelf of ſome fair heathen, to 
en{mkre the pious knight. I have- ſeen theſe fiery dames, 
Luſt is their idol Modeſty can find no ſanQuary with them; 


and Sir Theobald; as they ſay, inherited warm blood from | 


old Sir Hugo, 


wa L 


Ade. (Smiling) Reverend abbot, if you would not miſtake - 
the jeſt, 1 ſhould ſreely tell you, that you bear poiſon on your - 


tongue, But hark! I-hear the ſound of horſes' hoofs al- 
ready echo through the __ 


meet your father! 


Cocks, <hibiran eee 


She runs with Wilibald and Ottomar to the ends where Theobald: * 


ö approaches. 
Cyr. Damnation! She is armed on every, ſide. - 
Sir Theobald burſt into Adelaide's arms. 


Beabind bim enter the Monk, Bertram, &c. &c. 


Ale. Throwing ber arms round Theobald's neck) My huf- 


hab So faon returned! 
The. (Mallying) Not too ſoon, I hope. | 
Ade. (T be fame) Banterer! | couls amen 1 yes. 


Cyr, 


RR — — 
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TR (Afide) And I could almoſt burſt, 
The, Never have I made ſc good an expedition!—Heaven 


bleſs you, reverend abbot ! —!I bring thee, Adelaide, a preſent 
more valuable far than all thy jewels. : 
Ade. Yourſelf. 


The. Would'ſt thou make me vain? 1 have long been 


thine. No. I reſtore to thee a ſtolen treaſure, which has 


coſt thee many a tear. May he and I for ever ſhare thy love! 
Look round.—Does thy heart gueſs nothing? 

Ade, (Spies Bertram, who, till now, has been flanding, full of 
wn, among the attendants, and flies into bis arms) My fa- 
tner | 

Ber. (Returns ber embrace; but forrow end confuſion overſpread 

bis countenance) My dear daughter! 

Ade. Oh! This is more than all my warmeſt hopes. Al- 
mighty Providence! I have no words to thank thee. Grant 
me tears: Oh! Grant me tears!—And is it really you, 
whom I thus fold in my arms? Alas! I feared that you 


had long fince ſunk beneath the weight of age and grief. } 


cannot look at you enough. You are juſt the ſame, except 
that your hair is ſomewhat greyer.— Oh! God! 1 have no 
words. My thanks are ſwimming in theſe tears. — Dear fa- 
ther, I am married — fheſe are my children. Come hither, 
Wilibald and Ottomar. This is your grandfather Embrace 
his knees, and beg his bleſſing. 


Wilibald and Ottomar #neel before Bertram. 


Ber. (Caręſſug them by turns, and raiſing them) Riſe! Riſe! 
H the bleſſings of an old man—who loves you as his children 


has any influence with the Almighty—l bleſs you. God 


ſhield you from every misſortune or give you ſtrength to 


bear it! 


Ade. How can misfortune enter in your thoughts at ſuch a 
bappy hour? All my wiſhes are fulfilled. 

Wil. Dear grandſather, kiſs me, 
Ott. And me too, dear grandfather. 


Ber. (X ig them) Sweet boys! ( Mournf. 400 Poor good 
children 


The. Why poor, honeſt Bertram? What is wanting to 
their happineſs? Reverend abbot, ſuch a ſcene as this might 
draw down angels from the throne of God. 


Cyr. Fie, fir knight! 'To compare ſuch earthly joys to the 


| bliſsful contemplation of the Higheſt. 


The. Pardon a layman, to whom the enthuſiaſm of religion 
has not yet lent wings, to ſoar into the third Heaven. 
Cyr. Enthuſiaſm, do you call it ? You heap levity on levity. 


But I pardon you, for the ſake of that good work, which you 


have done. Your return was very ſudden. . Doubtleſs you 
have rooted out the beaten 118 overturned their altars, 
aboliſhed 


aboliſhed their idols, and brought their gold and filver chali- 


ces ſor the ſervice of the church. 

Fhe.' I have done all that I could : I have Jone more than 
I ought. My oath, as a knight, bound me, with fire and ſword 
to exterminate the heathen idols, and erect the holy croſs 
among them, Father Benjamin can teſtify I have fulfilled 
my oath. GE 1 

Cyr. Tis well. But as the angel of the Lord aſſuredly 
was with your arms, why did you not proceed to all the 
neighbouring tribes, ſpreading deſtruction throughout the 
heathen territories? 


The. Becauſe—hear it once for all, reverend abbot cy; 


cauſe my ſword ſhall never fall again on thoſe, who never in- 


jured me. If they be ſheep, which wander in the deſert, let 
the right path be pointed out to them, but let them not be 


led to flaughter. 1, at leaſt, have no defire to be the butcher, 
Cyr. Knight— 


The. Abbot 
* Cyr. Do you pretend to dictate to the church? | 
The. (Diſcontented) Oh no, reverend abbot! | know my du- 
ties, and fulfil them.—But, will you not participate our joy? 
Look round, and read in every eye, the wiſh to ſpend in pure 
_ tranquillity a day, which Heaven has ſo ſingularly marked. 


Ade. What can be the are. my dear father ? You ſeem 
uncaſy. | | 


Ber. I am not well. 5 
Ade. Quick! Come in. You want reſt. To day, fo 


many different ſenſations have crowded on each other— 
Ber. True! True! 


Ade. Come then. Lean on me, that I may bring you to 
2 quiet chamber. | | 


Fer. Not in this caſtle, my dear Adelaide. I am not uſed 


to live within huge walls and towers. Let me return tomy 
old hut. 
Ade, Your hut is in ruins, uninhabited, and expoſed to 
every blaſt. Allow me the pleaſure of attending on you. 
Ber. (With forced acknowledgment) I muſt be lett alone—or 


1 ſhall die at your feet. 1 will have no other dwelling than 
my former hut. 


The. Your will is to your children a command. I will in- 


ſtant diſpatch my people to repair your hut, and provide it 
with every convenience. Meanwhile, uſe the beſt chamber 
in my caſtle, and let a cheerful] meal complete the pleaſure of 
this day. Reverend abbot, iz it your pleaſure to follow us! 
. Cyr. When [ have fulfilled the duties of my office, 
The, Till then farewell! 


Theobald and Adelaide follow 3 Wilibald and Ot- 
tomar, with the retinue, follow them, | 
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* oye (Looking at the Monk, with extreme gravity) Well, 
mae. 7's | 
Monk. (With great humility) What does my worthy ſupe- 
rior-cemmand ? | | ; 
Cyr. Ves Pretend that you have executed all my plans, 
and juſtified my confidence in you. 
Mont. My.conſcience acquits me. 


% 


Cyr. Indeed! Ihen I wiſh you joy of an eaſy conſcience. 
You know not, I preſume, how much I withed for time, how - 
much 1 wiſhed to plunge Sir Theobald from danger into dan- 
ger, if poſlible to cauſe his death, —at leaſt his abſence for 
many weeks. You knew not that theſe were my only reaſons 
for promoting.the excurſion ?—Speak ! — 

Monk. How can | be ignorant that ſuch were your intenti- - 
ons? Vet have I done every thing to prolong the expedition. 
I have not been content with empty words. I ſeized a ſwore, . 

I plu aged into the throng, and often was beſmeared with hoſ- 
ti le blood. AR; 
Cyr. Yes, forſooth! You have done ſo much, that. nothing. 
row remains for me to do, and I perhaps may wait in vain 
whole years, for ſuch an opportunity: Will you not Tetire to - 
reſt after your numerous ſatigues? You will ſcarcely recog- 
nize-your cell—'tis ſo long ſince you forſook it. (Goes 
Monk. I have done my duty We muſt pray to God to 
bend their hearts, aud grant his aid to all' thefe gopd inten- 
| | ( Gees 
Sir Hugo ef Wulfingen, in the habit of a pilgrim, appears upen 

the ſummit of the bill, which riſes ep poſite to the caſtle. q 

Hu. Ha! There it is! There is Wulfingen '—Hail, caftle- 
of my. fathers! Hail, ye moſs grown towers! In blooming 
manhood I forſook you. In drooping age I now again behold 

you. I leſt theſe gates, accompanied by a hundred valiant war- 
riors ; the ſwords of the Saracens have ſlain them, and I re- 
turn alone.—( Deſcends the hill, and, for a feau moments, ſurveys the 
caftle with violent emotion) All is as I leſt-it. No tone is bro- 
ken: no tree is fallen. I could almoſt fancy that the ſwal- 
lows' neſts againſt the wall were ſtill the ſame.—There, in the 
ſhade of yonder towering oak, l, for the laſt time, preſſed to 
my heart my weeping wife, and blefſed the child, that hung 
upon my-knee.—There, bencath the roof of yonder ſtraw- 
thatched cottage, I for the laſt time, held the infant in my arms, 
the offspring of my crime, the ſource of my never ceaſing an- 

iſh.—Alas what a crowd of ſenſations, which have flept for 
three- aud- twenty years, wake in this ſolemn moment! Great 
God of Heaven | thank thee, that thy angel, thro' ſo many 
perils, has thus brought me to the habitation of my fathers, 
were it but to lay my ſapleſs bones with their's —How my 
heart beats! Even thore than at the ſtorm of Ptolemais, 
Each tree, each ſtone could I aſk, is my wiſe, and is = ſon 
. 0 ve 
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alive? —The windows of the caſtle are forſaken : The bridge 
is down: No reaper in the field. Here peace muſt reign, 
or the plague muſt have exhauſted its fury.—Thou guardian 
angel of my latter days! Whiſper to me whether joy awaits 
me in this caſtle : or, ſhall I turn again to Paleſtine, and ſeek 
ſome heap of earth, where the poor pilgrim may repoſe in 
peace for ever? | | 


- Wilibald and Ottomar come from the caſtle. 


Ott. Come, Brother! I'll ſhew you the neſt, that 1 found 
yeſterday. | 

Wil ls it high? Muſt one climb? | 

Ott. No. It's only in a low buſh. 

Wil. Then I don't want to ſee it. 

Ott. Why not? | | 
Wil. Where there is neither trouble nor danger, there can 
be no pleaſure. | | $5 

Hu. Two ſweet boys! my heart throbs. N 

Ott. Look brother, at that man with a long beard. Let 

us go. e . 
VNPil. No. We'll ſpeak to him. 8 

Ott. I'm afraid. 15 5 e b 

Wil. Then go, and look for your neſt. (To Hugo) Who 
are you, old man? | | Cel 

Hu. A pilgrim from Paleſtine, | 

Wil. From Paleſtine! Do you bring any news of my 
grandfather ? | 

He. Your grandſather! Who is your grandfather ? 

Wil. (With pride) The valiant Sir Hugo of Wulfingen, 
Have you ever heard of him? 

Hu. (Scarce able to contain himſelf) I believe I have. 

Wil. (Contemptuouſly) You believe you have! You have 
not heard of him, or you would not have forgotten it. : 
- Hu. (Turning aſide and trembling with foy) Oh! God! 
What a boy is this! And this is my blood! —Compoſe thy- 
ſelf, old man. Thy hour is not yet come. | 

Ott. (To bir brother) What is he muttering to himſelf? 

Wil. I believe he is thinking of ſome lie. 

Hu. Allow me to aſk a queſtion, my dear boy. Who is the 
knight, that dwells in yonder caſtle ? | 

Wil. Sir Theobald of Wulfingen, my father. 

Ott. (Raiſing his voice above Wilibald's) And my father too, 
Hu. (Turning away—with the utmoſt poſſible energy) God of 
Heaven! I thank thee.—One queſtion more. You ſpoke of 
your grandfather, who went to Paleſtine. (With tremulous ut · 
terance Have you then ſtill—a grandmother ? i 

Wil. No. She has long been dead. 

Hu. (Trembles, and ſlowly repeats the word:) Has long been 
dead! (Aide, ſorrowfully) Margaretta ! (Endeavour to compoſe 

| EI © | bimfelf) 


ney? 


bee 
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Bimſelf) Dear children, I am faint and weary. Dare 1 beg a 
cruſt of bread, and a cup of wine ? | | 

Both. Directly! | ( They are running to the caſtle 

Hu. Aud if your father would allow me a night's lodging in 
the caſtle— | 

Wil. I'll aſk my mother. My ſather's juſt returned from 
battle, and aſleep, I daren't wake him. Ottomar, flay here 
till I come back, | | 


Ort. (Running after him) 1 won't ſtay alone with that long- 


. bearded man. ( Both go 


Hu. Oh God! Have then the ſufferings of three and 


twenty years at laſt appeaſed thee? 1s it then true, that 1 


ſhall yet find happineſs? Haſt thou, too, forgiven me, oh! 


Margaretta, my acknowledged wife ? Didſt thou not quit this 


world, with a curſe upon my head? Yes. Iam unworthy of the 


bliſs, which now awaits me. Let me but have happy tidings 
"of my Adelaide, and angels may envy my old age.—What 


boys! Scarce could | refrain ſrom folding them in my arms, 
Of what race may their mother be? Early has fhe ſown the. 


11 feed of love and honour in their hearts. God reward her for. 


it '—Right glad | am, that no one here can recognize me. 
The hearts of my ſon and daughter - in- la will Tie open to 
me, I ſhall try their kindneſs and their hoſpitality. I ſhall 


ee if Theobald Rill remembers his old-ſather, if he wiſhes his 


return, if he will ſhed a tear for his death. What a ſcene, if 
all ſhould happen as I wiſh !—Let me only be upon my guard, 


"Jeſt a father's heart too ſoon betray itfelf. 


Adelaide comes wirb Wilibald-and Ottomar. 
Tb Boys, There he is, mother! There he is! 
. They run to bim with the.cup of wine, and cruft of bread. 


Bu. Heaven. reward you, noble lady! And you too, good 


children | 


Ads. You are welcome, old man. If my boys have under- 
| Rood you right, you are come direct from Paleſtine. 


Hu. Noble lady, it is true. I have paſſed through Greece, 
Bulgaria and Hungary. For five long months, I have con- 


tended againſt hunger, thirſt, and all the hardſhips of this life. 
Oft has Heaven been my roof, and the cold earth my bed. 
Oft have I fought, whole days in Vain, a ſpring where | 


might quenoh my thirſt, —a hut, where 1 might beg a piece 


. of bread. 


Py 


Ade, How, at yourage, could you attempt ſo long a jour- 
Hu. My earneſt wiſh to ſee my native country once again, 
to die where I was born, to have my eyes cloſed by the hands 
of my children. ES 


Ad.. Have you children, too? Oh! How. will they re- 
5 1 . 


e K Eairobwak. ib £2. } 


Fu. So ſays a father's heart, 

Ade. Each day of abſence, when friends meet again, is a 
freſh drop in the cup of | joy. Be thaokful to Heaven, old 
man, for ſuch bliſs as youts is dealt with a ſparing hand, My 
huſband, alſo, had a father, who, more than twenty years ago, 
followed our emperor to the holy land. There probably he 
periſhed. Have you, in your travels, never heard the name 
of Sir Hugo of Wulfingen ? 

Hu. Sure have I, noble lady. Still more, | bear a meſſage 
from him to his ſon. 

Ade. (With fire) Indeed! —Speak! Does he live ? 

Hu. He lives. 

Ade, And your meſſage—? 

Hu. I can confide to noue but Sir Theobald. 

Ad: Enter then with me. 

Hu. Pardon me, noble lady. I have made a vow never to 
enter houſe or caſtle till the ſun has ſet, - 

Ade. Run, then, children ! Wake your father, and tell him 


inſtantly to come here. (Ty * May I — a witneſs of, 2 


your converſatioa? 

Hu. I requeſt it. 

Ade. At length, our fervent prayer is heard. Oh! that we 
ſtill may hope to ſweeten his declining days! 

Hu. Pardon my curioſity, fair lady. lt ariſes not from 
forwardneſs. Dare I aſk from what race Sir Theobald choſe 
his worthy wife? 

| de. (Somewhat confuſed) Dare 1 anſwer you, from woman- 
kind? - 

Hu, I do not underſtand you. 

Ade. | mean, that if domeſtic virtues flouriſh but in one 
generation, | can have no pretenſions to them. My anceſtors 
poſſe ſſed no caſtles: Their names were never known in he- 


%s 


_raldry. But, if fidelity, picty and virtue, have any claim 


upon a knight's affections, Iwill not change my heart for 


that of any noble lady. | 
Hu. (Semewhat frack) Then you are not of noble origin ? 
Ade. No, old man - yet not on that account ignoble. I am 
but the daughter of a bor. My father has no other title 
than an honeſt man. 
Hu. (A ſide) Now, old fool! Again ſtumbling over child» 


iſh. prejudice! After being twenty years in ſearch of wiſdom, 


on the firſt, the happieſt occaſion, reverting to thy ourſe's 


whims! 


Ade. My declaration ſeems to have ſurpriſed you. Pers 


haps you are acquainted with Sir Hugo's ſentiments upon this 


ſubject. * he think me eren to be called his daugh- 
ter? 


mY 


Hu. Fear it not, noble lady. As far as 1 can anſwer for 


him, he is incapable of ſuch injuſtice. At firſt it may have 
ſome eſſect, and bring a frown upon his forehead; for you 


know 


- 


with your houſe! 
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know not how difficult it is to ſhake off the prejudices of onr 
childhood, Proud, and aſſured of having trod them under 
foot, ſtill at every turn they riſe again. Yet ſure I am, Sir 
Hugo's forehead will be clouded for one moment only. And 
when he ſees and hears, that you, by ſtedfaſt love deſerve your 
huſband's heart, that you fnlfil, with diligent attention, the 


duties of a mother, he will not deny his bleſſing on the union, 


Ade. Your conlolation crowns my happineſs. Ves, the 
pureft tenderneſs alone once joined our hearts, and ſor eight 
years it never has been interrupted. 

Hu ( Almoſt forgetting bimſelf) Then may Heaven pour its 
choiceſt bleſſings on you! (Recollefing bimſelf) This I may 
freely beg in Hugo's name. . 

Ade. (With upliſted hands) Oh! all ye hoſt of Heaven! 
Conduct him to our arms, quick as our wiſhes. How hap» 


py will I make his latter days! With what care and tenderneſs 


will I watch over him! How will my prattlers hang upon 
his knees, play the dull hours away, and read his ſmalleſt 
wiſhes in his eyes! 5 | 
Hu. (Aſide, deeply affeted) Oh God! Daſh from my lips 
this teeming cup of joy, leſt in my intoxication, I forget my 
gratitude to thee! | 5 
Ade. There comes my huſband, 
Hu. (Aſide) Steadfaſt, old man! 


Sir Theobald enters with Wilibald and Ottomar. 


The. Where is the pilgrim, who has named my father ? 
Welcome with this hand! Thou art the meſſenger of God. 
Hu. Sir knight, I greet you. The Lord be with you, and 


The. Thou haſt known my father! Speak! My heart 


yearns to hear thy niefſage. 


Hu. For more than twenty years, Hugo of Wulfingen has 


4 been wy friend, | have fought at his fide in Parthia, Media, 
_ Meſopotamia, and Perſia. Oft, with fraternal love, we bound 


each other's wounds, inflicted by the ſabres of our enemies. 
Oft, with fratcrnal love, we ſharcd the laſt dry cruſt, the laſt 
poor draught; until the wayward chance of war divided us, 
For when the emperor Frederick died, he went towards Al- 
kelon with Engliſh Richard, ſurnamed Cœur de Lion There 
was the battle between Saladin and us. Fierce and bloody 
was the conteſt. Many a valiant knight was left upon the 

field. Among the reſt your father was ſuppoſed to have 
fallen, and | ſpent many tedious years in vain giquirics aſter 
him. At length, weary with toil, I, eight months fince, re- 
ſolved on my re: ur: to this my native land, when unexpected» 


Ay, I found old Hugo among the ſultan's priſoners in Babylon. 


| Adelaide and Theobald 
(Cry aloud) A priſoner! 


5 Hs. 


FR | 


Hu "Thus it is, fir knight. He pines away in grievous 
thraldom. How was his vilage altered! Scarce could I recol- 


lect the features of my friend, His cheeks were fallow— 


his cyes ſunk—his bed Jorg and knetted. With tears he 
threw his arms and chains arvund my neck, lamenting that he 
ſaw no end to his miſerable days. He ſhewed me his bed: 
It was a ſtonc.— A potſherd filled with water was his drink. 
— A little rice was all his meagre diet. | 

The. Oh, my unhappy father! 

Hu.“ Alas, i ſaid he, © dear Robert, thou ſce*ſt the baſe con- 
dition in which 1 Lnguiſh, the chains that gall my hands and 
feet. But how my body is exhauſted by the noon- tide heat, 
and labours, to which | 2m not enured ; bow the blood guſh- 
es from my back upon my kecper's whip ; how the cold dews, 


and the unwholeſome camps of night, within this priſon, rob 


me of ſleep, of health and ne friend, thou deſt not 
. 

. The. Hold, I heſeech thee, hold! Each word is a dagger to 
my heart. (Adelaide wer- 
Eu. Thou,“ continued he, “thou happy man, art now 


returning to thy native country. May the Almighty be thy 


guide! But, ſhoulä'ſt thou paſs my cattle, commend me to 
my wiſe, if ſhe be till alive, and my ſon Theobald. Paint to 
them all that my age is forced to ſuffer. Awake in their bo- 
ſoms the feclings of a wife and ſon, that they may quickly 
gather all that Heaven has beſtowed upon them, and haſten 
to relieve from cru-l bondage, 2 huſband and a father, 
Meanwhile, farewell! I ſhall count the days of thy pilgrimage, 
and on this ſtone will 1 pray, the long long nights, that avgels 
may direct thee on thy way. 

TLe. Thanks, worthy old man, thanks for thus keinen ful- 
filling his directions! Quick! What is his fanſom ? 

Hu. ( Shrugging his ſboalders) Ten thouſand gold bizantines, 

The Lis much: tis very much. But Ged will lend his 
aſſiſtonce. We muſt ſell our caſtle, my dear wife, we muſt 
convert every thing mto money, and do the utmeſt we are 
ablc, 


Ade. With all my hae, dear Theobald! This moment I 


wi bring my jewels, golden claſps and bracelcts, 

Wil. And you ſhall have my dollar too. 

(tt, (Sorrowfully) Have 1 nothing to give? 

Hu. (Lide) My heart will break. 

The. (Embracing Adclaide) I thank thee, my good wiſe, 
thank you, children. This moment binds my heart to you 
lor ever. 

Hu, (Afide) And mine too. | 

The. We will retire to a cottage, and till the earth. Bread 
we ſhall never want, and inſtead of luxuries, let us feaſt on 
the delightful expectation, that we ſhall liberate my poor old 
lather, I haſten to the abbot, He has long coveted my de- 
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meſnes. When he knows my wants, | he will pay but nig- 


gardly. It matters not, if He will only give us what we want 
directly, 


Hu. ( Aſide) I can hold no longer. , 

The. Euter, old man, and refreſh yourſelf with what my 
.caſtle contains. My wife will let you want for nothing — 
Sec! Here comes Bertram let him be a partaker of our joy- 
ous hopes. 


Hu (A5 5de) True, 'tis Bertram. Oh that I durſt but call to 
him: Where is my e ' | 


Bertram comes from the caſtle, 


Fer. You have left old Bertram quite alone, 

The. Come hither. Grieve and rejoice with us. This 
pilgrim brings accounts of Sir Hugo, my father. He is a 
Have in Babylon. But this day I'll ſell my caſtle and demeſnes, 
caſt all at the Sultan's fect, and conduct my father back in 
triumph. 

Ber. (Fixes bis eyes 3 en Hugo) How is this 
Sure IJ am not deceived !— Thoſe features 
Hu. Thou art not deceived. 1 am he, 


Ber. (Throws himfelf with à loud cry at Hugo's feet) Sir 


Hugo TTY. maſter ! 


| At theſe words all fart, utter broken ſyllables, balf- articelatet 
Sounds of joy, aftoniſhment, and admiration, end ſurround the old man. 
Theobald and Adelaide hang upon his neck, while Wilibald and 
| "Ottomar embrace his knees — The curtain falls. 


END OF THE SECOND ACT, 


ACT III. 


A Jalein i in the cafile. On the all. bang eight pictures, large as 


life, the anceflors of the race of Wulfingen. © 


Sir Hugo, clad ia armour, enters with Bertram. 


the queſtion in my eyes. 


Ber. (With fearful . You wiſh for information of 


Jour daughter? 


Hu. Here we are ſecure. Here we ſhall not be overheard 
by monks or women. Come nearer! Anſwer me] Read 


1 


„ aa hr a 


, Tu. Tedious babbler ! How can this climate make theſe” 


men ſo cold? Speak! 8p cak | Be not ſo ſparing of hes 
| words, 


Ber. Ah! | - 


tv. A ſigh! 1 underſtand thee: She is dead.— Another 


ſoul is gone, to denuunce vengeance againſt me, at the throne 
of God. 


Ber. Would to God that ſhe were dead! 

Hu. What ſay'ſt thou? ls ſhe diſhonoured ? 

Ber. Sir knight, prepare yourſelf for à recit d. To ycu the 
world is not unknowu.—Vou are well aware what chance 

. fte — Oh God! My tongue denies its office. Your hair 
will briſtle towards Heaven, your blood congeal with horror 
in your veins. 

Hu. To whom doſt thou ſay this? I have lived full ſixty 
years. For five and thirty, I have been a knight. Since 1 
forſook the cradle I have been the ſport of fortune, have 
learnt to diſtinguiſh truth from error, —If ſhe be not diſho- 
noured, ſpeak ! I am prepared for all. 

Ber. For filteen years your daughter was educated as my 
own. She increaſcd in ſtature, beauty, worth. She enchant- 

ed every youth, attended on my age, and managed, on my 
wife's deceaſe, my little houſehold. Never did any one ſuſ- 
pect her to be other than the real daughter of old Ber- 
tram. My wile died, and carried the ſecret with her to the 
grave, Ialone was able to ſolve the myſtery of her deſcent, 
I knew your ſentiments, ſir knight; I reſolved never to with- 
draw the veil which covered what was paſt; and, as ſhe now 
had reached a proper age, I caſt my eyes around, in ſearch of 
ſome good lad, who would promote her happineſs. * ot 

Hu. Right, old man ! Such was my wiſh. 

Ber. The inſcrutable deſigns cf Providence have willed R 
etherwiſe.—Once, on a feſtival, in honour of our guardian 
ſaiut, the villagers proceeded early to the abbey, leaving be- 
hind them only the old men. To my daughter, too, I grant-- 

cd permiſſion to accompany her friends, as | myſelf was unable 
to attend her. The neighbouring Vandals had waited for 
this moment, when all our ſtrength was abſent. They fell 
upon our village, where not more than fiſty perſons were leſt, 
plundered our dwellings, drove away our cattle, and took the 
old men priſoners who had ſtaid behind—among the reſt, 
myſelf. Eight years paſſed away, I was a ſlave among the 
heathens—my daughter dead to me, and | to her. But this 
morning—(Oh ! why have | ſurvived it ?)—hut this fatal 
morning, I was releaſed from bondage by your ſon. I came, 

and found your daughter——in the arms of her brother. 

Hu. (Starts like a man, who ſuddenly eſpies a phantom, but bas 
courage enough to run towards it, and unmaſk it. The muſcles of 
bis face, for ſome moments, expreſs an inward ſtruggle, which, hows 
ever, ſeon ſubjides. That ſerenity which. ever accompanies firmb-- 
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rented principles, reſumes its Place in bis countenance, and he turns te 
Bertram) Well! proceed. 

Ber. (Aftoniſted) Proceed !'—Pardon me, fir knight. An- 
guiſh has robbed you of your ſenſes, or you VLave not under- 
ſtood me. 

Hu. Nor one, nor the other, I ſtill am waiting for the 
dreadful ſtory which will cauſe my hair to briſtle towards 
Heaven. 

Ber. Bluſſed Virgin! Is not this 5 enough? Vour 
fon tie huſband of your daughter—your grandſons ſprung 
from inceſt—your family ſubjected to the church's ban — 

Hu. Is Adelaide faithleſs? Is my ſon a robber? Are my 
grandſons villains ? 

Ber. Oh no, no! There lies all the miſery, They love 
each other with fuch ſtrong affection, and yet muſt part for 
'ever. hey have children too, who reſemble angels, and 
theſe littl- innocents they muſt reſign to ſcorn aud inſamy. 

Hu. Mult !\ And who ſhall force them? 

Ber. IIeavens Can you alk, fir knight? Are you a chriſ- 
tian, and would ſuffer this abomination ? | 

Hu. Why not? Old man, thy ſcruples I can e Pa- 
pal ſuperſtition has iuſtilled them, ignorance of the world has 
nurſed them, and cultom given them gigantic ſtrengch.. —— 
ut, let us vi:w a little cloſer the ſhadow which ſo much 
ſtartles thee, What mitchi-{can gniue from this connexion 2. 
Iwo hearts, attached by a double tie, what increaſe can their 
love, their bappineſe, adwit ? A mother by a brother, are not 
the children ſtill more precious? Are nut the parents till 
more enviable ? 

Her. All true, fir knight. But- OTE. 
Hu. Hold The picture is not half complete. I have but 
painted them within the caſtle ; let us now look without, — 
Can a good father and a tender huſband be a bad neighbour ? 
Can he covet his neighbour's property, who, with his wile, 

and theſe children, thinks himſelſ far-richer than a prince? 

Ber, Juſt and true, fir knight. But the fin | 

Hu. Sin Whom does it affect? Not we. Perhaps thee, 
Be taſy, old man. This phantom too | dare be ſworn | car 
diſſolve. Vet, there are higher duties, thou wilt ſay, than [ 
have mentioned, dutics towards God. 

Ber. Alas! here it reſis 

Hu. Hold again — ih he pray leſs fervently? And mark! 
his prayer is not the urgent and infatiable cov-ting of riches. 
and of honours. * I's gratitude which fir-ams frem a con- 
tented heart. Will he tight leſs bravely for Eis country and 
the church, than the vagahond whoſe courage is not fired by 
any thought on wife and child? Will he with leſs piety re- 
c:ive the holy ſacrament, when he behoids the companion of 
his life devoutly kneeling by his fide? Will the pangs «of 
conſcience, in his laſt hour, aſſail him, becauſe, true to the 
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impulſe of nature, he has given to his native land- two uſcſul 
citizehs, to the world two honeſt men, to Heaven two an- 
gels! No! No! No! With joyful affurance will he appear, 
accompanied with his wife and children, before the throne of 
the Almighty, receive his ſentence without trembling, and 
join his voice to the Hallelujahs of the bleſſed 

Ber. But God's abſolute commandment that we ſhould 
not. 

Hu. | know what thou would'ſt ſay. God's firſt com- 

mandment was the happineſs of us, his creatures. This com- 
mandment is as old as the creation. It extends tn every na- 
tion, every religion, What Moſes, through the mouth of 
God, eſtabliſhed for the welfare of a ſingle ſtate, what, per- 
haps, may really promote the wellare of cvery ſtate, muſt, at 
leaft, be ſubje& to exceptions, and never was a caſe more 
worthy of exception. Here then, old man, give me thy 
- hand with confidence, and let this ſ-cret be concealed for 
ever. Still let Adelaide be Bertram's daughter. Rejoice 
with me at the happin.is of our children, Rejuten with me, 
and be ſilent. 
Ber. As God may have mercy on me in my dying hour, T 
cannot, ſir knight, I cannot, That inward conſciouſneſs of 
an avenging God riſes in oppoſition to your arguments. You 
lave addrefſ:d my ſinſes- they are weak; addreſ; my heart, 
and 1 will liſten to you. 

Hi Thy heart'—Shall T paint the miſery which thou 
bring? upon us all? Shall I deſcribe the horrible diſtreſſes of 
my children, and my grandchildren—the deſpair of thy old 
muſter ?—$h zal I—(unwillingly 1 do it) ſhall | remind thee 
of the many kindnefſes which 1 poured firſt on thy old pa- 
rents, and fivce on these? 

Her. (Falling and embr "acting his knees) Oh no, dear ſir! To 
you | am obliged for all. bie written in my heart. Bit 
piy more reverence to God than man. Sacrifice the tempo- 
ral rather than riſk the cternal. Oh! could you feel the 
pangs of hell, which rage-within me, you would have com- 
paſſion on me. Oh that I could craſe the tale of horror from 
my recolle&ion ! At leaſt, let me ſhake the burden from my 
heart at the conſeſſion-chair. Our reverend abbot 

Hu. (With grim ferecity)Pcace! Liſten ro me, for the laſt 
time. If the, miſery of my children, the diſtreſſes of their 
boys, the deſpair of thy benefactor, can have no effect upon 
tiice—hear this ſolemu oath, which, on the word and honour 
of a knight, I pledye in the ear of the Almighty. If, with a 
ſingle look, a ſyllable, or ſign, thou dareſt to hint at this our 
deren with my own hand I'll plunge my ſword into thy 

CATT. __ 

Ber. Do with your ſervant as may be your will. My laſt 
breath ſhall bleſs you. But my troubled cenſcience orders 
me, in terms more dreadful than your oath, to enſure the ſal- 
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vation of my ſonl. As yet your children may do penance for 
their ſin, and through temperal miſery aſcend to ſpiritual. 
bliſs. But tell me—what can 1 anſwer, when your ſon ap- 

pears before the dread tribunal of the Judge, and thus ac- 
cuſes me: © his man was privy to it. Ile concealed the 

impious ſecret. He robbed me ef the on'y means by which 
my ſoul could have been reſcued from damnation ?” 

Fu. Hear me, Bertram. Wilt theu be eaſy, if my ſon, 
when told of all, ſhould think as | do ? 

Ber. (So vpuleuſty) Then—perhaps - | might—— 

Hu. Go then, and ſend him hither. 

Her. How? Would you— | 

u. 1 will myſelf diſcloſe the ſecret to him? but, at firſt: 
without a witneſs. Be thou at hand, and wait till called 

Ber (A, be leaves the ſaluven) Oh all ye fiints! Have pity oh. 


a poor old man, bending beneath tlie v. 'cight of conſcience! 


( Gees, 
Ny. Such are the curſed ſruits of ſuperſtition! But what 
muſt I expe in this approaching eur? Theobald. muſt be 


tried, ere | venture the diſcovery. Shuuld he be ſo week as. 


to prefer the dogmas of a monk to the everlaſting low of na- 


let my tongue be lilent, and It Bertram die. * Vis better 


that one, al ea ly on the brink of the grave, ſhould be a vict- 


im to his blindn-fs, than that my whole race ſhould fall a. 
ſacriſice to prejudice, and ſink for ever. 


Sir Theobald enters, 
The. You Have ſent ſor me, my father. 


to aſk of thee, and much to ſay to thee I left thee a boy, oc- 


cupicd in climbing among the wood, and {tripping the haz-TÞ_ 
cf its nuts. J hou art now become a man, and thy amuſe— 


ment is to break a lance in combat. Fatt thou acquited ſame 
at any tournament ? 

The, Twice, my father, At Warm and Regenſburg. 
Both times in preſence of our Emperor. 

Hu. Tis well. Halt thou ever b-cn engaged in honoura- 
ble quarrels, and ſ-ttled them as well becomes a knight ? 

The. Thrice ſor my friends, and for myſelf but once. 

Hu. Why-that once, and againſt whom? 

The. Againſt Conrad of Rudolſheim His ſervants had. 


been guilty of diſorders in a neighbouring villige, had ſized 
a woman, and dellroyed a houſe; and he reſuſed re pararion. 


Hu. When did'ſt thou make peace with him? 
The. When he was conquered. | 
Hu. Tis well. Haſt thou never loſt thy ſhield? 
The Never, my father, 

Hu. * Tis well. Haſt thou any wounds? 


ture—ſhould his head and heart too be Iwayed by bigotry, 


Hu. My ſon, come nearer. We are alone. I have much. 
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The, Five. 
Zu. All on thy by alt ? 


The. (Rather burt) All, my father, (With exalted beat) In. 
the abbey of Ermerſdort hangs a Loſtile banner. placed it 


there. 
Hu. Tis well. Who inſtructed thee in arms? 

The, My uncle. 

Hu. Who conferred knipl thood cn thee ? 

The. Duke Henry, the Lion, of Brunſwick. 

Liu. * Vis well. Thus far 'tis all "ene well. Embrace 
me. 

Te. ( Embracing bim) And now, my ſather 


Hu. Hold! Our account is not yet ſettled. How long is it 


fnce thy mother died? 
Ze. Nine years. She expired in my arms, and was buried 
with the bones of our fathers. 


Hu. (Turning away) Margaretta! {To Theobald) Did ſhe 
Cie calmly? 


The. Calmly and full of hope. She died as ſhe had lived. 


She bleſted yourſelf and me. (Extremely moved) Oh my. 


lather! Will you open all my wounds afreſh? 
Ii. is well. Who gave thee inſtructions in religion ? 
The, Father Bernard, 2 monk of the Premonſtrantes 


Hu. his is not well. Which of thy Cutics is to thee muſt 


ſacred ? 
The. My ſather, J have not conſidered this. To me they 
are all ſacred, | 


Hu. Kight, my ſon, but not all ef, cqual weight. Duty. 


towar.s God 18s the firſt duty—next honour —then lve—and 


then the church. Of, makeſt thou no diſtinction between 


Cod and church ? 
he. the el. urch is in the place of God. 

Ha But is not always the mouth of God —t-ar me, my 
fn. Receive and ponder my diſcourſe, Aﬀtcr ſixty years of 
cool experience, a lather now aJdrefics his only, tis beloved 
ſon, whole happineſs will ever be his warmeſt wiſh, To-day 
or to-morrow, | may be gone. With a lie upon my tongue [ 
durſt not lock into eternity.—Tear me, ye ſpirits of my an- 
ceſtors! You I ſummon, as witneſſes of truth. Strike me 
with icy numbneſs, and ſpit ſharp venom en me, if this laſt 
branch recciye deſtructive doctrines from me: ( Kneels down) 
And thou, Eternal Being, whom I worſhip, take from me the 
hitterncſs of this hour, and let it ovcrtake me on my death- 
bed! Praiſe be unto thee that I have ſour.d him an intrepid 
knight; But let me find him likewiſe reſolutely ſtedfaſt— 
with a heart equal to his courage. Let me find him iron 

towards prejudice, — wax towards love and honour. 
Te. Your diſccurſe, dear father — 


Hu. My ſon, more than three hundred years are paſſed. 
away, ſince Hans of W N built this calle. He was the 
Brit 
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firſt of all our race, whoſe own valour girded on his loins the 
ſword of knighthood. Our cmperor, Conrad the firſt, dubbed 
him in the year nine hundred and twelve, upon the very field, 
Where he had ſhed his blood, in fighting for his native coun- 
try againſt Hungary. He married Wulfhild of Sickingen, 
aud [rom love towards her, he. called this caſtle Wulfingen. 
He was ſlain in a quarrel for an image of Saint Paul, which 
his attendants had fecretly ſuffered to be ſtolen. . This, his 
ſon, (Pointing to the ſecond picture) Egbert of Wulfingen, was 
accuſed of having murdered one Count Baldwin, The facred 
| tribunal, before which he was tried, obliged him to atteſt his 
innocence by the ſword. He was ſlain, but his laſt breath 
affirmed the accuſation to be falſe and villainons, (Pointing 
to the third picture) His ſon, Maximilian of Wulfingen, aſſerted, 
at ſome jovial banquet, that the image of the Virgia Mary, 
_ which worked miracles at Emmerick, was a pious fraud. He 
was, in conſequ-nce, ſecretly aſſaſſinated by the inſtigation of 
the munks.—( Pointing to the fourth picture) His ſon Henry of 
Wullingen, not profiting by the example of his father, dard 
to utter ſome unmeaning words againſt the pope's authority, 
was ſubjected to the ban, and, forſaken by his ſriends died bra- 
ken hearted. ( Pointing to the fifil picture) His fon, Albert of 
| Wulfingen, fearful and weak trum the example of his ſathers 
and the education of a monk, gave Half his fortune to the cluiſe 
ters, endowed the church with many of his belt demelues, died 
with a relique in his hand, and was almoſt canonizel. (Point- 
ing to the ſixth picture) His ten, Herman, of Mulfingen went on 
an EXCuriiory to convert the heattens to our chriſtian faith. 
lis heart betrayed him. He became attached to a iair hea» 
then, and was compelled to leave her, becauſe ſhe continued 
faithſul to the idolatry of her forcfathers. He married Maria 
of Simmern, who bore oue ſon, but ill ſupplied to him the 
place of the good heathen. He arrived at a diſcbntented old 
age, and died. (Pointing to the ſeventh picture) My grande 
{ather, Otto of Wulfingen, ſrom ſ-me long ſmothered reſent- 
ment, was aſſaulted by three villains of the houſe cf Leiningen 
as he was returning ſomewhat weary, from the chace. They 
ſlew him, and took refuge in a Benedictine cloiſter, where, for 
a ſum of money, they were pardoned in the name of God, and 
not a mortal dared to bring an accuſation. (Pointing to the 
_ eighth picture) My father, Francis of Wulſingen, wiſhing to re- 
venge his father's death, and enraged in a juſt cauſe, ſtruck a 
lay-brother of the Benedictines, was ſubjected to the ban, 
excommunicated, and died in miſery, Well can l recollect the 
grief of my your mother! But of that no more. | myſclf, my 
| ſon, | myſelf have completed this number of unhappy beings | 
whom {ſuperſtition has plunged into deſtruction. I am not 
aſhamed to tell thee, that for one moment, I have been a vil- 
lain—and what man is without ſuch moments? One only 
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wicked deed has been to me the ſource of endleſs agony, 
i hy mother was a good woman, tho' beauty was not her in- 
heritance, She loved me, while I was but her friend. It 


was not in my power to preſs her with ardour to my boſow. 
For her | ſeldom felt deſire, and often avoided her embraces, 


Whether ſhe were ever conſcious of what paſſed within*me, 
Jom ignorant. She hcoriclſ—(Ged reward her for it) ſhe 
herſclEnever uttered one harſh word to me, never received me 
with a frown, and forced from me, my whole reſpect. But 
this was all. My love—(Stammers) I muſt diſcloſe it as a 
warring to my ſon—my love was oft beſtowed on proſtitutes, 
and every woman but my wife, ir flamed my paſſions. Once 
cn a parching ſummer's day, I met a lovely creature in the 
field. Her name was Roſamond. She was an arphan. She 
had nothing leſt in this wide world, except her honour—and 
of that 1 robbed her,—Thou ſtart'ſt! Thou ſhudder'it! Right 
my ſon! Let this moment never be eraſed from thy remem- 
brance. Heaven is my witneſs J had ever been an upright 
man—except in this one inſtance. Doſt thou ſee the tear 
that ſtarts into my cye? Of theſe I have ſhed millions, yet 
each ſtill ſcalds my ſoul as if it were the firſt. The poor crea- 
ture bore a girl in ſecret, and expired. I entruſted the un+ 
happy fruit of my tranſgreſſion to an honeſt boor, whoſe wife 
had lately been delivered of a dead child, He ſwore eternal 
ſecrecy, and reared the forſaken being :3 his own daughter, 


My peace of mind was gane. In motion, or on my pillow, - 


the pallid image of my Roſamond was floating in wy fight, 
In motion, or on my pillow, her dying greans aſſailed my car. 
Jo regain tranquillity, I vowed an expedition to the holy land 
#gainſt the Saracens, for ſook my wiſe, my child, and country, 
to follow our emperor Frederick the Kedheard, and in the 
name of God to murder men, who never had offended me. 
t as] plunged my ſword into the vitals of a Saracen, [| fan- 
died that his blood would cleanſe me from my ſin. In vain! 
1 writhed myſelf, in anguiſh, on the holy tomb, la vain! 1 


impeſed ſevere penance on myſelf, and went through mary a2 


weary pilgrimage, In vain! Nor ſcourge, nor abſolutlon, 
could avail to cure the viperous ſting of conſcience, At 
length, I was Cangerouſly wounded in a ſkirmiſh, and taken 
priſoner by the ſultan of Babylon. There, ſor twenty years, 
] languiſhed in the fetters of the infidels, till ar laſt, with 
other knights, | was ranſomed by the emperor of the Greeks. 
Weary of a deluſive world, full of anxious wiſhes to behold 
my family and heme, I took a pilgrim's ſtaff, and am, this 
Cay, rcturned. I find my wife no more, and my daughter. 
( Keenly riveting bis che upon bis ſon) —in the arms ol her bro- 
ther. ä | 

The, (Petrified with Lonror) Thunder of Heaven ! (Afer a, 
parſe, during which he is agitated by the full force of this diſcovery) 
Oh my wile! My chilerca ! 


Hu. 
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Hu. (Cloſely 2 Lim, aſide) 'Tis ow. —Speak, my fon 
What wilt thou do ? 


The. Take my life, or let me have my Adelaide. 


Hu. Impoſſible! Thou know n the prohibition of the Al- 


mighty. 

De. Tien, let the Almighty puniſh me. Why did he 
ſuffer me to feel affection for her? j cannot loſe her. 

Hu. Doſt thou not tremble at the rigour of our church ? 

The. I laugh at its rigçur and its ban. He that cobs me 
of my wife, can plunge me into no deeper miſcry. 

Hu. Thou muſt renounce her. I command its 

The. I cannot, my father, | 

Hu. My curſe be upon thee ! 

The, I cannot, my father, 


Hu. The curſe of thy mother be upon thee, from her 


grave! 


The. And if every ſtone ſhould curſe me, every * of 
wind ſhould breathe damnation on me, it matters not. —1 cane 


not. — She is my all.—And my children.— 


Hu. Tis well. "Tis right well. Embrace me, my ſon. 
The. (:4floniſbed) How, my father ! 
Hu. Heaven be praiſed ! Thou haſt fulfilled my every hope. 


Be at eaſe, I wiſhed to prove thy ſentiments. Adelaide is thy 
ſiſter, but therefore is not leſs thy wife, Were ſuch a mar- 


Tiage, in ſuch circumſtances, ſinful before God, he would have 
planted natural abhorrence in the hearts of both, What is 


wholeſome to ſociety at large, is not always a law for a ſoli- 


tary inſtance, Be of good courage then, my ſon, truſt in God, 


love thy wiſe, endeavour to make thy children honeſt, and 


deſerve the bleſſing, which, in this hour, from the ſulneſs of 
my heart, | beſtow upon thee 


The. Heavens! My father! My dear, good father! Vou 


awake me to new life. You reſtore to me wy ſenſes, Alas! 


'] hey were almoſt gone for ever. 
Hu. Yet muſt Adelaifle ſuſpect nothing of all this, A wo- 


man's nerves would be too weak for ſuch a ſhock. In a wo- 


man's ſoul ſuperſtition is too deeply rooted. She would for 


ever think herſelf the vileſt ſinner, and by pious penitence em- 


bitter her own days, as well as thine and mine. Let her be, as. 
keretofore, the daughter of old Bertram, and, except ourſelves 


and him, let no one ever dive into the ſecret. Where is he, 


that he may enter into this our bond, and chain his oath toour's? 


Come nearer, Bertram. ( Opens the door, and Bertram enters 


(Seis es bis hand) Old man, congratulate me. I may new 
rejoice in ſafety at my childrens' happineſs. 
| The. ( Embracing bim) Though thou art not the father of 


my Adelaide, I never ſhall forget, that to thy inſtructions 1 am 


obliged for my good, my faithful wile. — 
Ber. (& till always forrowful) Then, you know all ? 


Has © 
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Hu. All! All! your ſcruples may vaniſn. The fin reſt on 
mc, on him and on his children ! 

The. Away with all thy falſe alarms! Think not of the paſt, 
bat as it doubles our preſent joy. Forget all, except our love 
towards thee. 

Ber. Dear, noble ſir Ves, I will be quiet if I can. You 
are two pious upright knights. You cannot wiſh to rob me 
of ſ-lvation. | 

Hu. The Almighty Rnler of the univerſe is witneſs how 
firmly 1 believe, that we are not wandering in the path of 
darkneſs. (Draws bis ſword) Come hither to me. Lay 
your hands upon this ſword, and repeat my oath of everlait- 
ing ſecrecy. 


Theobald repeats the oath with a firm, and Bertram with a 
tremulous voice. 

By God and all his ſaints I ſwear; that this tongue never ſhall | 
reveal the birth of Adelaide, If I break this oath—may the 
dread puniſhments of perjury be on my head—may no remiſ- 
ſion of my ſins afford me reſt—may the horrors of my conſci- 
ence purſue me wherever I am driven by deſpair—may 
they ſettle on my death-bed, and rack me in my laſt agony, 
that | may in vain attempt to pray, in vain deſire to die 
may no ſacrament, no prieſtly bleſſing be able to abſolve me 
from this oath !-—The grave, which, one day, will contain my 
bones, ſhall be the grave of this my Cecret. This I ſwear, as 
I hope for mercy from my God! Amen. (Returns bis ſword 
in!o the ſcabbard) Tis done. Embrace me, both of you. The 
ſenſation of repoſe, which has, for three and twenty years, 
been foreign to this boſom, returns to it to day. The proſpect 
of happineſs in my declining days now opens to my view, 


My heart ſits light and eaſy. Every thing around me wears 


a Jovelier aſpeA. Come, my fon, Come to the arms of my 
twofold daughter. 


(They go 
Ber. Woe be on my head ! What have I done ?—What hor- 


ror thrills through every vein — What agonies of hell poſ- 
ſeſs me (— My oath was blaſphemy. —Hoary ſinner that I 
am '!——The grave already opens at my feet !—One tranſgref- 
ſion tumbles me to the earth.—An abettor of inceſt! God's 
thunder cloud is lowering towards me !--What mountain 
will hide me from the eye of the all- ſeeing judge? ( Sinks Fon a 
ſeat, depri ved of ſtrengtb. — A pauſe.) Weak old man! Thy brain's 
on fire. Compoſe thyſelf.“ They are phantoms, which thou 
ſeeſt. Caſt but one look upon that happy pair, upon thoſe 
ſweet harmleſs children, caſt but one look of humanity, and all 

is at an end, What devil—(had he even ſerved the cauſe of 
hell for many thouſand years)—what devil would dare to 
draw upon himſelf the curfe of theſe dear cherubs ?—But am 


I not threatened with our church's ban? Will ſhe not for 


ever caſt me from her boſom ? Will ſhe not renounce me in 


any 


- 


30 
my dying hour, and leave me to the horrid tortures of my 
- conſcience ?—Conſcience Have | then alone, a conſcience ? 
Do not Sir Hugo and Sir Theobald ſhare the innocent deceit ? 
15 their example inſufficient for my peace ?—Alas! The triple 
bands of love have chained their unſuſpecting hearts? Their 
eyes are dazzled by a temporal glare—eterniry has ' vaniſhed 
from their ſight. —True it is, eight years bave p ſſed away, 
and God has ſuffered this abomination, No lightning has 
been launched upon the caſtle. No hail has ſpread deſtruc- 
tion through the lands of Wulfingen. The huſband, who is 
brother, the wife, ſiſter, the fruits of inceſt—all are alive, 
awake each morning to ſome new delight, adore with cheer- 
ſul mien their great Creator, and as yet no mark of Heaven's 
Ciſpleaſure has fallen on them. Ged had a mark for fratri- 
cide : Why not too for inceſt ?—Audacious wretch ! Dareſt 
thou accuſe the long ſuffering of thy Maker? Dareſt thou 
ſcarch into his ſecret ways? Sinner! Has not the Almighty 
given thee ſpeech, perhaps that thou may'ſt be the inſtrument 
to end this abomination? And would'ſt thou be ſilent?— 
Think on thy laſt moment, when thou ſhalt ſigh for conſola- 
tion, when the holy prieſt ſhall demand account of all thy 
fins, and ere thou may'ſt be able to repeat it, ſome evil 
ſpirit gripes thy throat—when thon ſhalt long for the ſacra- 
ment, and receive it but to everlaſting damnation—when thou 
ſhalt depart with all thy fins upon thy head, and be dragged 
by demons to the dread trbiunal of the Almighty, 
Avaunt, compaſſion, and avaunt all fear of man -I muſt ſave 
my foul !—l mui fave my ſoul'—The weight of rocks is 
thrown upon me !—The unfathomable gulf is gaping at my 
feet e _ bis knees) Holy Virgin Troy lor me. 


: Cyrillus enters the ſaloon. 

Cyr. The Lord be with thee, pious Bris] 

Ber. You are ſent by the Lord. 

Cyr. What ails thee ? thy eyes roll horribly, as if ſome hea- 
yy lin weighed down thy conſcience. | 

Ber. Alas! The tempter has rormented me. 

Cyr. Then throw thyſelf into the boſom. of the church, and 
thou ſhalt be at eaſe, What thus afflicts thy ſoul ? 

Ber, Reverend fir, you are right learned and pious. Mo a 
work of charity, and rid me. of my ſcroples. - Vou know 
that 1 lived eight years among the heathens. Many an abo- 
mination was | forced to ſuffer. Many a ſin was I obliged to 
witneſs. And, if lever mentioned the Almighty's venge- 
ance, they laughed at me, and ſaid that reaſon contradicted 
mie. 

Cyr. Reaſon without faith is as a board at ſea, or an au- 
chor upon land. 
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Ber. Among them reſided a young couple, united by ſym- 
pathy and love, encircled with ſweet children. Peace dw: It 
3 their roof, unſullied virtue in their hearts, and yet 
this couple -( would you have believed it, reverend abbot?) 
— were brother and ſiſter! | 
Cyr. (Strikes a croſs) Oh God ! How long ſuffering art 


thou, that the torrents of thy clouds, and Sodom's liquid ſul- 


phur have not yet conſumed every dwelling of abomination ! 
And thou, old man, dareſt to aſcribe virtues to ſuch people 
"Ginners, who wantonly tranſgreſs the moſt ſacred command- 
ments of our God ; who, like the ſons and daughters of men 
in the times of our forefather Noah, daily provoke the Lord 
to vengeance ? Doſt thou not know that theſe ſeeming vir- 
tues are the wiles of the deceiver ?—lI ſee—(and my heart 


bleeds) I ſee that the heathen has corrupted thee. Haſte! 
haſte! thou wandering chicken! Flee for refuge beneath the 


wings of the mother church! Chaſten thy body by faſting 
and mortifi ation! Ave Maria, ora pro nobis! 
Ber. (Very much agitated) Then you think, right ſexrved 


ſir, that if a true- believing chriſtian —by chance - without 
knowing it—ſhould have married his liſter, ſuch a marriage 


ought not to be valid. 
Cyr. Holy Norbert! Thou offend'ſt my ear by ſuch a queſ- 
tion.—Inccſt '—Scarce dares my tongue pronounce the word. 


Ber Forgive me, reverend abbot, if | wiſh to dive to the 
bottom of this matter. Now, if for many years an union, 


like this, had been to the ſurrounding country an example, 
if hopefr,and well-educated children 

Cyr. Hold! 1 ſhudder, Woe, woe be on the offspring of 
inceſtuous intercourſe Or, think'ſt thou then, that ſin is leſs 
a ſin, bccauſe the dreadfal conſequences are not viſible to 


ſhort-ſighted mortals? Think'ſt thou that a thicf is leſs a 
thief, becauſe he revels in apparent peace upon the profits of 


his ſpoil? —who i is able to fathom the long ſuffering of God? 
Who is able to unveil his wiſe deſigns, if his arm be flow in 
launching the avenging bolt? 

Ber. Oh reverend fir Anſwer me but another queſtion. 
What muſt he do, who is privy to a fin like this? 

Cyr. Go, and deliver up tne guiity to offe nd: d juſtice, leſt, 
at the latter day, he be condemned together wich them. 

Ber. But if they be his benefaQlors— 


Cyr. Who is his firſt ben-fator? God. Who has the firſt, 


moſt facred claim upon his duty? God, 
Ber. But if he be bound to keep this ſecret by an eath— 


Cyr. Woe be upon him, who has, n the debriun of his 
fins, been led away to ſuch an oath Miſtake net 3d is 


not mocked. Has not the church alone the power to bind 


and to abſoive? To break his vath would bs the birlt ſte p 
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( B-vond vun fl, Lncele * „ Oh re verend abbot! ; 
oe ar wa, couſeſſion ol a miſerable ſinner. 


_ Cyr. (Obſerving him attentively) No, Bertram. —This place 
is hot proper for the diſpenſatious of our holy office. 

Ber. Hear me, for God's ſake, reverend fir! You have 
wounded me in my nioſt tender part! You have pierced 
my conſcience! You have poured glowing fire threngh all 
my bones! For God's fake, hear me! Alas If—ch, if at this 
moment, the ar gc] uf death ſhould ſeize me, and | ſhould be 
called ro render up my ſpirit, laden with tu is weight of ſin, 
without corfeliion and abſclution Oh! have compaſſion 
on.me, reverend abbot! You arc a ſervant of the Almighty, 
and one may, at any time, converſe with the Almighty. 

Cyr, Proceed, then. 

Ber. Lis now ſothe twenty years ago, that, early in the 
morning, Sir Hugo watk«d into my hut. But a few hours 
before, my witc had been delivered of a dead child.“ Ber- 
tram,” ſaid he. as he threw back his cloak, and ſhowed a new- 
born infint, „J know thee to be honeſt, and I place confi- 
dence in thy honeſty. Behold this girl. She is the fruit of an 
unhailowed hour, when | forgot the faith, which I had ſworn 
for ever to my wiſe, Her mother is no more. The child is 
helpleſs. Take care cf it. Let it be re arcd as thy own 
daughter. Here is money for the purpoſe“ 


Cyr. Juſt Heaven! The ſcales fall from my eyes. This 
child | 


Ber. Is Adchide. 
Sr. The wife of her brother, _ : 
Ber. And mother of two boys, 
Cyr. Wretch! And thou didſt not ER WER | 
Bets Reverend abbot, yeu forget I wasa prifoner, 


Cyr. (Checking himſelf) ls Adclaide acquainted with this 
dreadful ftory ? 


Ber. She believes me to ba her father, 

Cyr. Ho'y Virgin! Holy Norbcrt! What a W rt 
(Aste) Excelient | 'Uhis may anſwer. 

Ger, What think you firit of doing, reverend fir ? 

Cyr. (FWub feignea humility) lam a weak mortal, like thy- 
ſelf. Judge not, and ye ſhalinot be judged. I haften to the 
temple of the Lord, to watch, this night, at the fteps of the 
altar, and chatten myſelf with ſaſting and mortification. Per- 
haps, God may be plcaſcd to favour his ſervant with a reveJa- 


* 
* 


tion of his will. 


Ter. 1 beg then, reverend fir, that you would grant me ab- 
{clution. 


Cyr. Appear at the conf. ſſion-chair to- morrow aſter ma- 
tius, aud 1 will then impoſe ſome penance on thee, thlat thou 


me y'ſt, with a pure heart, receive the holy ſacramert. 


Ber. Will: ugly, oh how willingly would I wound my back 
with the Qurpuilt frourge—woluls 1 kneel till the fleſh was 
wWuin 
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worn from my knees, - would I fat until my body was a 
ſceleton, —if | thereby could reſcue the unhappy pair from 
everlaſting damnation ! - [ Goes 

Cyr. Joy! Joy! The Gay is won. The period of filence 
now is at an end. I laugh at her rigid looks. I langh at her 
unſhaken fidelity. Shall I, like a fool, any longer ſtammer 
forth theſe diſtant hints? No. With open [ront will | de- 
clare my paſſion. Some degree of courage always will be 
ſelt, when addreſſing one who is not totally devoid of guilt.— 
Welcome, old Bertram, welcome! Hail to thy devout ſim- 


plicity! It brings me nearer to the goal of my deſires, than 
love, though armed with cunning, { Gees 


END OF THE THIRD Acr. 


— — — —— 
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ACT 1Vv. 
The fame ſaloon as iu the third as. 


_ Cyrillus and Adelaide enter. 
\ 

Cyr, At laſt, noble lady, you have underſtood my wink. 
Ade. (Rather burt) Your wink, reverend abbot !——You' 
muſt be diſpoſcd to jeſt. A pious prieſt, an honeſt wiſe—and 
a wink | How can theſe agree! Secrets I hav 
the confe ſſion- chair. „„ 

Cyr. Emblem of virtue! Yeu miſunderſtand me. Me- 
thought that to us both the time ſeemed long, and therefore 
was my wink. The knights are fitting with full goblets, and 

relating tales of chivalry and war. My garb ordains ſobriety 
in me. My ear is more accuſtomed to the pſalter. You too 
are out of place, when ſeated at theſe revels. The horrid de- 
ſcriptions of ſtabbing and of hewing, of murder, and of fire, 
muſt hurt your tender heart. Can you then think me wrong, 
if, for the ſake of milder converſation, | have drawn you 
hither, pf EN 
Ade. Did you ür how my two boys, with open 
mouths, hung on dir Hugo's words? Did you obſerve, how 
my ſpindle even ſometimes fell upon my lap, when he re- 
counted, in ſuch admirable terms, his feats among the Sara- 
cens? I attend with rapture to ſuch dangerous exploits, when 
related by a humble knight, I feel a pleaſure in the pain, I 
hold my breath, and liſten to bis every ſyllable, Nay, 
— D 2 


c none, even at 


more 
than 
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than once, I ſtarted from my ſeat with a loud ſhriek, when 
my heated imagination ſaw the faulchion ſweep within a 
Hand's breadth of his head. ? 

Cyr, Like a child, when liſtening to its nurſe's tales. 

Ade. And as happy as that child, | 

Cyr. Such ſtories ſerve but to inflame the fancy, and to 
cauſe bad dreams. 5 | 

Ade. A bad dream is pleaſant too, for the ſake of waking. 

Cyr. Fair lady, you ire fond of contradiction. 

Ade. IJ hope my huſband is not of the ſame opinion. 

Cyr. Your hnſband ! Every third word muſt be your huſ- 
band. Do you live, then, for him alone? 

Ade, I ſhould think fo, reverend abbot. 

_ Cyr. And, on his account, renounce all ſociable virtues ? 

Ade, That were wrong. Nor, does he require it. But 
where can I find opportunity tv exerciſe them? Since the 
laſt tournament, at Regenſburg, 1 have not left our caſtle. 
Hure no one ever viſits us, except our ſtern old uncle, who 
pi-fers the pictures in this room, to all the converſation of a 
{::1:pls woman. | 

yr. Then, to my viſits you pay no regard? | 

e. ur viſits, reverend abbot ! Why, yes. Have I ever 
ben ancivil to you? And even if | were, your office teaches 
yen, to bear with the failings of your flock, _ ER 
Dr. Vet not to hold my peace, but by good advice endea- 
wur to amend them. Y+ ur conduct to me borders on diſ- 


| Gain, (with a look of tenderneſs) and J have not deſerved it 


from, you. 3 | | 7 
Ade. Nor was I conſcious of it. The reverence which 
your office muſt exact! . | | | 


yr. ls of little value to the heart. 3 | 
Ade. Have you a heart too? I thought it was your duty to 
renounce it, when you received the tonſure. | 
Cyr. My duty! Yes, Yet it will often rebel againſt my 
inclination, All theſe oaths and ceremonies are but a farce, 
to catch the multitude. The church is not ſo cruel to her 
children. To be an example to the world we muſt appear to 
be poor, chaſte, and obedient. But to require, that, in private 
too, this oath ſhould be inviolable, were to magnify the monk 
to an angel. | 8 | 
1 (Serioufly) You teach a doctrine which 1 never heard 
before. | NS | 
Cyr. Noble lady, underſtand me right. I mean to ſay, the 
virtue of a mortal muſt be reckoned in proportion to his 


ſtrength. I myſelf cam ſolemnly ſwear, that, fince I wore this 


ſacred garb, I never have departed from my duty. (With 


encreaſing tenderneſt) But there are maſter pieces of creation, 


to which all vows, and all religion are in vain oppoſed, 
where the eye forgets itſelf, the mouth beeomes a liar in ids 
praycr, and the heart enters on its rights, 55 4 


l 


Ade. (With cold zuniliy) Reverend abbot, let us return to 

che knights. 
Cyr. No, noble lady. That I muſt not ſuffer. My looks 
muſt long have been no riddle to you, Long have | been 
unable to conceal my trouble and confuſion, Your, image 
follows me to the maſs, to the confeſſion- chair, and to the 
altar, (Seiz ing her band) Fair lady, I love you. _ | 
Ade. (With the full ſenſation of that dignity which is the 
eanflant companion of virtue) What have I done, fir, that has 
inſpired you with audacity to make ſo infamous a declara- 
tion? Have 1 ever been forgetſul of my duty? Have I ever 
borne the ſemblance of a painted harlot ? Have my eyes ever 
wandered round me ? Has apy unguarded word ever be- 
trayed an unchaſte heart? And you dare to avow your love 
to me—dare, in the preſence of God, ſurrounded by the ſpi- 
rits of my huſband's anceſtors, to attack that en Au 
which I vowed in your hands. 

Cyr. Be not enraged, fair lady ——— _ | 
Ade. Enraged! No. I deſpiſe you, and haſte into Sir 
Theobuld's arms, that I may complain of the indignity, 
which has ſo daringly been offered to the companion of his bed. 

Cyr. (Hindering ber attempts to go) Hold, Adelaide! As yet 

my eye is beaming with affection. You know how ucarly a 
rejected paſſion is allied to hatred, and revenge. Beware 

Ade. Leave me, ſinner! Thou art a diſhunour to thy habit, 
and cover'ſt villainy with the venerable mantle of religion. 

Cyr. ( Holding her faſt) With a ſingle Fang I can aunihi- 


late thee. 
Ade, Where can ſlander find an n, able to annililate 
virtue? | 5 


Cyr. Inceſtuous. 

Ade. You have loſt your ſenſes, 

Cyr. Thou art thy brother's wife. 

Ade. You have loſt your ſenſes. _ 
Cyr. Never were they clearer. Thou need'ſt but aſk old 
Bertram. Thou need'ſt but aſk thy (what ſhall 1 call him?) 
father-in-law. At once wife and fiſter—at once aunt and 
mother. A-goodly family, in truth! 

Ade. Forget not, fir, that you muſt render full account of 
what you now declare. 

Cyr. Account! Why not? Do you ſuppoſe that there 10 

any want of proaſs? One word may ſuffice. You are he 
offspring of a happy heur, in which Sir Hugo revelled on the 

. charms of ſome poor wench, Bertram was but your foiter- 
father. The heathens carried him away, and you became 
your hrother's wile, 

Ade. This is too much. Remember that I am a wiſe and 

mother, that you are plunging a ſoul into deſpair Retfact 


your dreadful declaratioa, ur produce ſome teſtimony ol ibs 
truth. ; . * 5 I # 1 4 | 1 
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Cyr. Are you not ſatisfied with the confeffion of old Bertram, 
which he, tormented by his conſcience, has entruſted to my 


car? 


Ade. Heavens! It is not — cannot be. 

Cyr. Tis even thus, fair lady. Vet need you feel no fear, 
while | remain your friend. Collect yourſelf. All may yet be 
well —Away with that rigid look! Learn to know and eſ- 
tcem my heart. You can no longer be Sir Theobald's wife. 
F muſ} report what has happened, to the holy chair at Rome, 


but you well know, that all depends upon the mode in which 


I report it. I will contrive, that inſtead of being puniſhed, 


you ſhall be fixed in the neighbouring nunnery at Siegmar, 


for your life, This nunnery, my beauteous Adelaide, is 
by a ſubterraneous road connected with my abbey. The ab- 


deſs is my friend. You ſhall want nothing, and your affec= 


tionate Cyrillus will eſteem himſelf a happy man, in ſweeten· 
ing your ſolitary hours. 
Ade. Scum of infamy! Hence thou infernal wypocrite ! 
Re vegę my miſery. Revere the ſufferings of virtue. Thou 
never Malt degrade me to a deed unworthy of that title. ( 
Cyr. Exaſperate me not. Remember that your fate reſts 
in my hands. 
Ade. Say, in the . of God. 
Cyr. Do you ſtill reſiſt my love > Are you determined to 
drag me by compulſien to a vengeance the moſt horrible? 
Ade. Begone, viltain ! Obey the devil whom thou ſerveſt. 
Cyr. Enough! As you are deaf to the voice of a friend, 


hearken to the prieſt,of God. In the name of the Crucitied'l 


pronounce damnation on you! ln the church, I pronounce its 
ban upon you! Curſed be Theobald and his inceſtuous wife! 


Curſed be their children, and their children's children ! Let 
no true heliever have compaſſion on their hunger and their 


thirſt! Let fire-and water be denied them through the holy 
Roman empire! Let him be defiled who dares to touch them! 


Let: this caſtle, the ſeat of rank abomination, be demoliſhed, 


and not one ſtone left upon another ! Let the armour of tite 
knight be broken at his feet! Let him and the partner of his 
infamy be chained together to a pile of wood, and vomit 


forth their ſinful ſouls amidſt the flames, to the glory of God's 


e>mmandments! Then, headſtrong being, when the fire 
ſhall have reached thy hair, and when the ſmoke already 
chokes thy ntterance, then call in vain for ſuccour and relief 
to the deſpiſcd Cyrillus. With the ſmile of ſatisfied revenge 
I'll liſten to thee, and withdraw the young coals, to feaſt 


upon thy lengthened fufferings. | [ Goes 


Ade. Heavens! What is the meaning of all this ?!—My 
joints totter,—My head ſwims,—1 cannot yet conceive the 
horrors of my ſituation. I fancy all a dream, and look around 
for ſome kind ſfoub who can relieve me from it. But in vain! 
Which ever r way. look or here or there deſpair is ſtand- 


ing 
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ing with a ghaſtly grin. Bertram's dubious condu now too 
plainly verifies the dire aſſertion.—Oh ! From the ſummit of 
happineſs and peace, thus, in a moment, plunged into the 
buttomleſs abyſs of deſolation ! Nor I alone—My huſband,— 
Children !—Heavens! My children '—-lIs there then no poſ- 
ſibility of ſaving them? Will not one ſacrifice atone for all to 
God and to the church? I am ready.—l'll fly into the deſerts 
—walte my life in dreary folitude—mourn in diſtant cloiſters 
—mercy only, mercy on Theobald, and his gviltleſs children! 
On me alone fall the vengeance of the Lord! Againſt me 
alone, who, forgetful of myſelf, dared to exchange the lewly 
cottage for the grandeur. of the caſtle, be the arm of the Lord 
ſtretched out—nor againſt him, that generous youth, who, in 

the fulneſs of aſſection, led a peor orphan to his bridal cham- 


ber, and now finds the grave of his repoſe in the arms of his 


filter! Away! Away! Adelaide, through night and darkneſs! 
Haſte! Fly till thy wounded feet no longer can ſupport thee! 
Away to deſerts '—Bury thyſelf within ſome holy convent, 
that he may never hear thy nume again.—Alas ! II 


pion in my guilt. 


Ars ſte is going, ſoe encounters Bertram, and s ft with @ 


for iel to tbe earth. 


Ber. Oh! Tne unhappy creature knew already. „ | 


bimſelf at ber fide, and endeavours to revive ber) My daughter ! 
My dear daughter! 


Ade. ( Recovering) Ah! Repeat that name Give me life 


| again '—Declare once more, I am your daughter. 5 
Bertram / tent! y raiſes hers 


, 


(Seizes bis band boftily) Come hither, father! It was falſe. 


Was it not ?—That monk is full of PROG.” - Poiſonous wick- 
ed lies! Were they not, my father? 


Bertram i, ſilent. 


vou do not anſwer. Perhaps you a not underſtand my 


words, —He has dared to ay that I am not your daughter— 
and I love you ſo tenderly ! 


Bertram attempts to ſpeak, but cannot. FP 
| You want to ſpeak. I underſtand you, Twas filly to 


torment myſelf ſor ſuch : a reaſon, Your Adelaide is but a 


child. 
Bertram throws bit arms round ther nech, and ſobs. 5 


in 
vain! This hypocrite, this monk, pronounced a curſe upon 


my children, and my children's children. A mother's 
wretched fate will not alone content him. He will annihi-⸗ 
late us all. Oh! To whom may l, without ſin, confide my 
miſery ?— But ſoft! Who comes Away Away into the 
garden! Every one who dwells within this caſtle is a compa- 


—— 
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With what affection do you ſhare your davghter's grief! 


Who can now doubt that you are my father ? Peace ! 
Peace! Twas but a phantom. Tis paſt, and I am well 
again, 


Bertram turns away, raiſes his hands, and prays in ſilence. 


He is praying. I ought not to diſturb him. But my heart! 


My heart! It will burſt from my boſom. Dear father! 
Let me only hear one ſyllable. With one ſingle ſyllable I 
will be content. I own that my alarm is folly, yet—think— 
your child is now before you. 


Bertram ſobs and continues to pruy. 


Good Heavens! Is it, then, ſo difficult but once to call me 
daughter? While I was little, when at any time you held me 


- on your knee, and I was playing with your beard, I ve often 


heard you ſay : © Dear ehild, thou art my only joy.” And 
now ſurely 1 cannot have offended you, Oh quick !—Call 
me your daughter! Quick, my father! Think but, if that 
were true which the vile monk declared—your poor Adclaide 
—and the poor little children | 


Bertram remains in his former poſition, wy bitterly, and is 
ſcarce able to fland. 


(Raiſing ber voice to the higheſt pitch of anguiſh) Vet ſpeak !— 
Father !—Father — Oh! Speak to me. (Shating bim) Call 
me daughter! For God's ſake, call me daughter! 

Ber. (Falling to the earth) No. Thou art not my daugh- 
ter. 

Ade. (M. inging her bands in deſpair, burſts 88 a 5 de door 
into the garden) Oh God! Ah God! 

Ber. (Raifing himſelf with difficulty) The cup is empty to 
its laſt dregs. I'll follow her, Deſpair has hurried her 


away, and may perhaps lead her to the edge of ſome ſteep pre- 


cipice, or to the river's brink, VII follow her, and, if my 
ſcarch be vain, plunge after her. [Gow 


Sir Hugo, Sir Theobald and Cyrillus enter. 


Hu. (In jocund bumour) How, reverend abbot, could you 
vanifh thus, cre you had pledged a welcome to me, in the gob- 
let ornamented with my arms? You pious men are not, in 
general, averſe to wine. 

Cyr. Wine cheers the heart of man, My "WIE is blecding, 
and is dead to every joy. 

Hu. Bleeding! What may have happened to it. 
Cyr. The abominations of the world have wounded it. 

Hu. Oh! Think not of them. The world will ncither go 
worſe nor better than it did a thouſand years ſince, and will, 
another thouſand hence. 1 turns round, and ſtumbles over 
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good and bad. The bad we generally ourſclves throw in its 


way. 

Cyr. Sir knight, ene me not. The bell has rung for veſ- 

ers. 
: Hu. No longer thas | is necdfo] to preſent you with ſome 
gifts, which I collected for your abbey, when in Paleſtine. A 
thorn-twig from the crown of Chriſt; green and unwithered : 
A ſplinter of the holy croſs, on which a drop of blood has fall- 
en that no hand is able to waſh off. And, a piece of the gar- 
ment, for which the ſoldiers caſt lots. Enter, and receive 
theſe reliques from the hands of my ſon. | 

Cyr. Not from his, nor from your hands, fir knight. 

Hu. No !—Wcll—as you pleaſe. What has entered your 
head now ? 

| Cyr. Have you patience to hear me? \ 

Hu. Yes, if you be not too tedious. For, the wine 83 
in the cup. 

Cyr. Stretched at midnight, flcepleſs in my cell, I felt a 
ſtrange oppreſſion at my breaſt, and big drops ſtood ** my 
clay- cold brow. 1 

Hu. You had eat tov much, before you went to bed. 

Cyr. Scoffer ! Know that l ſpeak in the name of the Al- 
mighty. Already I had prepared to leave my couch, and en- 
ter on ſome penance, when ſuddenly more than mortal ligbt 
illuminated my cell. I lifted up my eyes, and lo, the angel 

of the Lord ſtood before me in ſnow-white raiment. His 
forchead was covered with a cloud. In his right hand he 
held a ſword. Then 1 fell down on my face, and prayed. 

Hu. (Smiling) Well! What ſaid the heavenly meſſenger ? 

Cyr. (Significantly) He ſaid : “ Among thy flock are tainted 
ſheep, and from the hand of the * ſhall 1 oy 
their ſouls in the laſt day.” | 

Hu. Was this all? 3 

Cyr. (Still more fegnificantly) He faid : " sin has lifeed up 
her head. The ſecd of deſtruction has taken root. „The | 
dark ages, which went hefore the flood, are come e again. x 

Hu. Well! Further! 

Cyr. (Rivetting bis eyes upon bim) . He ſaid; © Men have 
tranſgreſſed the holy law of marriage. They are become the 
ſeducers of innocence, and have given their daughters to be 

wives unto their ſons.“ | | 


Hugo and Theobald are tbunderſtrucũ. 1 


Now, ſir knight! Why thus altered? Whither is your 
ſportive ſcoing humour fled ? Will you hear me more? He 
ſaid: © Ariſe! Arm thyſelf with the church's ban. Report this 
abomination to the ſacred repreſentative of Saint Peter, that 
he may ſnatch the inceſtucus wife from ber brother's arms, 


that he may deſtroy all, which has been generated in the * | 


* 
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| of ſin, that he may utterly ei this race which is a 
ſhame unto the righteous, that he may give both the root 
l | and branches to the flames, and ſcatter the aſhes to the four 


The Roman Aren will call on every knight throughout the 
empire. All our neighbours, ſriends, relations, muſt direct 
their p86 againſt us. What can't thou oppoſe to ſuch a 
force? 5 

The. Reſolution to die. Reſolution, with this hand, to 
ſlay my wife and children, and then to bury myſelf bencath 
the ruins of our caſtle. 

Hu. Tis well. Irejoice to find thou art a man. Be this 
our laſt reſource. | 

The. Our laſt and only reſource. I haſten to make prepa- 
rations, to provide ourſelves with victuals, to repair our walls, 
collect my followers 

Hu. Be not fo raſh, my ſon. (Reſlefling) Has fate, then, 

left no other means? | | 
The. None but ignomintous flight. 

Hu. lgnominious | Why ignominious ? ls a hero leſs cou- 
rageous, if he forſake the uncertain ſhelter of an oak, hecauſe 
the approaching lightning threatens to rend it from its baſe? _ 

The Enough! Let us fly. Let us turn our backs upon 
this caſtle, and, in ſome diſtant country, ſeek a hut large 
enough to hold a loving couple, ſmall enough to eſcape the 

eyes of our Freren! What a thought darts acroſs 
my mind !— Miſtivoi | Honeſt old Miſtivoi! ( Draws out the 
balf of the ring) My father, this token of hoſpitality was 
| given me by a heathen, Little did I imagine, 1 ſo ſoon 
. ſhould uſe it. 
1 I... No, my fon. Flight brings us no nearer to our pur- 
1 poſe peace. Flight is impoſſible, at leaſt ſo long as Ade- 
laide is unprepared. What pretence could'ſt thou urge for 
her following thee ? To conceal the truth from her would be 
Impoſſible, and to diſcloſe it, highly dangerous. Thou 
Ino ft my thoughts upon this ſubject, She is a woman. 


| winds of Heaven.“ Goes er 
(| Hu. (Aſter a pauſe) We are loſt, my ſon. God has given 0 
[| us into the hands of a blood thirſty monk, lo 
[| | The. Heavens! How is it poſſible ; 
|| Hu. How! Bertram is perjured—that is evident. The zu 
appearance of the angel is a pious fraud. 17 
[| The. Then ſhall this ſword be plunged into the hoary ** 
1 traitor ? te 
1 H. Hold, my ſon! Firſt reſeue, then revenge. b 
1 The. Alas! How is reſcue poſlible | ? He is gone, to bellow 5 
f ; forth our wretched ſtory, poiſoned with all his raneour, to the h 
I: fanatic prieſts at Rome. Nothing now remains, but to cloſe tl 
. [ the gates of our caſtle, and fight till its huge walls ſhall fall 1 
if upon our heads. S 
Ti Hu. No, my ſon. That were only. unavailing raſhneſs. 1 
413K 0 
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The. True—but a woman far above her ſex; noble and 
exalted in her ſentiments, pious without ſuperſtition, ſtedſaſt, 
and reſolute in danger. And do you reckon nothing on her 
love for me ? 

Hu. All, my ſon. But thou know'ſt not how firmly pre- 
judices, which have been inſtilled in childhond, are rooted in 
the ſoul of woman, and the more firmly, the leſs they are 
looſened by an acquaintance with the world. Haſt thou not 
to-day confeſſed to me, thyſelf, that it was only the laſt 
bloody ſcene of deſolation, which had proved to thee thes 
cruelty and injuſtice of excurſions for our church ?—No. I \ 
have hit upou another plan. Thou know'lt, that, to defray 
the expences of my journey to the holy land, l mortgaged 
Rappach and Simmern to the abbey, Let us find the abbot, 
and, as the price of ſecrecy, make him a full donation of 
theſe two villages. The avarice of a prieſt will ſecure to us 
what zeal for God's honour never will tolerate. 

The. But how, if he refuſc—— 

Hu. *Twill then be ſoon enough to think of other means. 
Come! Let us haſte, ere in the rage of blind fanaticiſm, he 
has rouſed againit us, the whole body of the church. (As be 
g82s) Fool that I was, to think that I could bribe a monk 
with reliques! As if they wanted help to make as many as 
they pleaſed !— 


They | 
The flage remains clear for a few minutes, Adelaide, with diftee | 


velled hair, dowwncaf? head, and checks pale as death, ſlowly enter, the 
faloon. A wild rolling of ber eyes, and, at intcrwals, a faint con- 
tractel ſmile, betray the abſence of ber reaſon. 

Ade. Still am I left alone. — Every living creature ſhuns 
me. —I was in the garden: — The birds flew from me :—= 
Not a butterfly came ncar me: - Every flower | touched 

ſunk ſhrivelled te the groynd.—l looked towards Heaven: — 
The ſum withdrew behind a cloud. — What is to became of 

 me?—l am the moſt deſolate wretch on earth.—Who will 
have pity enough td kill me ?—( Looking wildly at the pidlures) 
What men are theſe around me, with ſwords girt on their 
ſides ?—All ſtare at me,—and yet the blades ſtart not from 
their ſcabbards. { Kneeling before the picture neareſt to her) Have 
compaſſion on me, thou, that lookeſt ſo ſternly at me!—Rid 
the earth ofa monſter Or, if thou think thy {word too noble 
to be ſtained with my inceituvus blood, lift up that foot, and, 
with its iron armour, tread on my neck, as on a poiſonous 
worm.—l aſk in vain — fis my doom, to linger here, a 
prey to all the agonies of conſcience. lf I could but pray—if 
any one would but pray for me. Where are my children ?— 
(Sbuddering) Children! Have I children ?—Have I a huſ- 
band ?—l am not a m»ther.—lI cannot be a mother, — What 
I have borne has been the brood of hell. Satan's grin was 
mingled with the firſt ſmile of my babes —Guide them 

15 | Wy | hither 


— ﬀﬀ 


—— once 
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Wi. Come, and let us prey lor my motlier. (Going 
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hither, great Avenger, that I may ſprinkle theſe maſſy walls 
with their brains, collect their ſcattered limbs, conſume their 
Howes with fire, and give them to the hurricane, to ſweep the 

uſt aloft !— Sinks exhauſted upon a ſeat.— 4 pauſe) Where am 
I ?—My eyes are dim.—Methinks it muſt be evening. —All 
is ſo ſtill—ſo ſtill—No bird is ſingiug.—Not a gnat is hum- 
ming.——The ſun ſets — Vo-morrow, perhaps, he will throw 
his earlieſt beams upon my grave, and ki tear from my 
dear brother's cherk. Where will they dig my grave ? — Be; 


neath the lime-trees towards the Eaſt?—0Oh no — Among 


the nettles, under the wall of our church-yard.— They will 
fix a ſmall black croſs upon it.—* The Lord have mercy on 


her ſoul,” — Ves. —Dic—1 will die—l, and my poor children. 


Without him I cannot live; with him 1 muſt not live — God 
will judge us. He will cleanſe their tainted ſouls ſor mil- 
lions of years in purgatory, and, at laſt, receive the innocents 
among his angels.— The idea dawns.—To die —No evil 


_ ſpirit has inſpired that thought (Knees: Holy mother of 


God! Behold, a ſinner kneels b fore thee in the duſt! Mer- 
cifully deign to look upon me, and if the dark de ſign of death, 
which broods within my foul, be not the deluſion of my own 
broin, or the inſtigation of the tempter, oh vouchſafe ſome 
miracle to me, thy handmaid ! Steel my breaſt, nerve my 
hand, and arm me with ſome inſtrument of murder, that I 
may diſcover, thou art with me! 


Wilibald and Ottomar enter. 


Wil. (wi ith a dagger in his hand) Mother ! Mother Look at 


this dagger — My graudfather took it from · the Saracens,— 
See, how it glitters ! 


Ade. ( Drevdfully alarmed | am heard. 
Wil. Only look, mother, only look. 


Adelaide riſes trembling, farts at Wilibald, walks 1 te 


Sim as if intending to catch e by ſarpriſe, and ſnatches the 
| dagger from bis band. 


(Aprighted, Dear mother, it's Arp. 
Ade. Is it fo? 


She lools wildly a the FRY at 15 children, and then again 
at the dagger. By degrees ber 1 ldnef ſoftens into _ She 
beaves deep ſighs, and at le gtb. werps.) f | 


Ott. ( Creeping to ber and un Dear me: ms what's the 


matter: 


Wil. Are you ill, dear mother! 
Ade. Ill, very ill- weak, very weak. Bl ſſed mother of 


the Crucified, complete thy miracte! Oh Prengthen me! 


Ott. (Sul M lib Id, owyilly) Come brother! 


Ade 8 
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Ate ( Hafiily intercepting their way) Whither would you 


0?—Back Drag them to the front of the tage) Back 
1 of hell This arm is conſecrated by the Lord.— Ah 
— Ye ſhall not eſcape it. Immortal ſtrength is given to this 
hand! Tremble! Your hour is come, 
Ott. (Creeping bebind Wilibald) Oh brother, what does ſhe 
mean? 
Wil. Dear mother; my father will be coming ſoon. 


Let us go to meet him. 


Ade. Father, ſaid'ſt thou Who is thy father ?—Ha . 
Viper !—Muſt thou {till recall it to my mind? (Lifts ber arm) 


Hold! Come hither, Wilibald. —Come hither, Ottomar 
Tell me—have you ſaid your prayers to day? 


| Both, Oh yes, dear mother. 

Ade. What was your prayer? 

Ft. That God would be merciful to us. 2 
Ade. (Burfts into tears) God be merciful to you! 
Ott. You're crying, dear mother. 


Ade. Anſwer me further. Have you, ſince you ſaid your- 


prayers, done nothing wrong? 


Wil. V've done nothing wrong, I am ſure, mother. 


Oit. (Stammering) 1—1 took a bird's egg from one of of the 


village boys. I am very ſorry for it. 


Ade. Kneel down, and beg God's forgiveneſs, 
Ott. (Kneels) God will forgive me; for I'll give him all 


| the firſt neſt | find. 


Ade. (In a tremor) There !—'Tis done '—The moment is 


arrived. —Guide my arm, oh God! Let me but reach the 


heart at once—that I may not ſee the Rruggles—that I may 
not hear the groans.—Away! Away! Quick! She flies at 


Wilibald 27 the uplifted dagger, and ſinks at his feet, deprived of 


ſtrengtb. The dagger falls from her band. She thygows her arms 


round the children, preſſes them e to her beart, and Weeps _ 


terly. 
Beth. ( Hanging on ber neck, and caveſſ; ing her) Near mother! 2 
Ade. In vain does the ſtern ſenſe of duty exact the murder 


of theſe ſweet innocents. They are the fruit of infamy, an 


abomination both to God and man.—Look, ye inexorable 


Judges, look at this guiltleſs ſmiling face. In truth, if Satan 


be concealed behind this maſk, no wonder he ſo caſily ſedu- 

ces ſaints. This child has robbed another of an egg: This 

is the heavieſt tranſgreſſion, and he heartily repents it. 
Ott. I do indeed, dear mother. 


Ade. He has prayed too, this morning. His prayer was 
a vile diſſembling monk. Twas that pure 
Praiſe, which God has prepared for himfell, from the mouths 


of infants. No — in the eye of God, you are forgiven— yon, 


and your parents; for they knew not what they did. Come, 


children. Help your mother to ſeek conſolation in your fa- 
ther's arms, (A.. be is going, 2 ſuddenly flarts trembling back) 


- 
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0. I 'n do all this too, mother. 
| 77 15 Will you indeed? Alas! Na. Y 
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Woe: be upon me! What am I about to do? Some inferna 
Fpirit is trying to delude me,—is trying to rob me of my laſt 

nd only conſolation—happineſs hereaſter. Till row 1 have 
cen ignorant, and the mercy of my Judge will pardon me. 
But, the next embrace muſt be- eternal dęath.—In vain does 
the tempter whiſper to me:“ Tis but fraternal love. A 
ſiſter ſure may claſp a brother ro her heart.” Begone, ye lures 
to fin! I cannot command my heart. *Tis the heart of a 
fond loving wife,—a ſiſter's love is foreign to it — God has 
paſſed his heavieſt denunciation upon inceſt, Did not the 


abbot ſay this? Did he not curſe me and my children? Did 


not the holy Virgin arm me by a miracle? Was it not the 
finger of the Higheſt, which pointed at the ſacrifice, ordained 
to be offered to him, by my hands ?—Oh temporal, and eter- 
nal welfare of my children, the moſt facred of a mother's 
cares, what will become of you, if, in this hour, my ſtrength 
ſorſake me? - Come nearer, my pretty ones. Tell me what 


you mean to do, ſhould you ever become men? 


Wil. I'll be a brave knight, like my father. 
" Git So will I, mother. Ty Es 
Wi. I'll fight with lances and ſwords, 
fi 1, V ĩ ] dd res fn, 
u. VN do good te the poor, protect widows and orphans, 


Add reſene the, oppreficqz, for my father ſays, theſe are the 


duties of a knight, 


tghts.—You are not horn as knights—No one will engage 


with you. No one will draw his ſword againſt you,—Your 


name will be eraſed from heraldry.———The badge will be 


torn ſrom your helmets.—Your horſes will be flain,—your 


armour broken, and your ſhield trodden upon. Overwbelm- 
ed with ignominy, you will fly the liſts, and curſe the breaſts 
Which gave you ſuck, You will take refuge in deſerts and 
in foreſts, will turn your backs on the demeſnes of your fore- 


fathers, and be purſued into every quarter by the churth's 


ban.— The pions man will ſtrike a crofs, when. he eſpies you 


at a diſtance. —The daſtardly aſſaſſin will, vnpuniſned, plunge 


a dagger in our hearts, and give your carcaſes for ſood to 
ravenous vultures.—-No —{(Seizes the dagger) No! Rather 
ſhall you periſh by a mother's hand, —Never fhall any baſe 

50]tron be able to attack you? Never ſhall any baſe poltroon 
be able to attack you ! Never ſhall your name be marked with 


| inſamy ! Never ſhall whifpering' ſlander tell your mother's | 


crime! Ye ſhall not wander in the wilderneſs, ſcratching the 
earth for ſood, ſuing to the clouds of Heaven for drink, curſ- 


ing the Creator, and your own exiſtence. My ſoul was pure 


and undefiled, when | conceived you. My ſoul is pure and 
undefiled in this ſad hour.—Oh God! Their ſpirits came 
from thee. Thou gaveſt them to me. Take them buck, 
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and hereafter let · me find chen at thy throne N viverh 
and almoſt beyond berſelf) Why do you tremble, children? 
Why do you look at me ſo fearfully ?—Do not tremble.— 
You will be happy.—You have prayed. — V ou have done no- 
thing wrong.—Come hither, Wilibald !- Embrace me.— 
Embrace your mother once again. 

Wil. ( Embracing ber) Dear mother. 


Ade. (Plunges the dagger into bis back, ts the bilt.) F arewell, 
beloved child ! Farewell ! 


Wilibald % with a ie groan of bis .. 5 feet, writhes | 


Lis body, andexpires. 
Ott. (Sbuddering) Oh my brother! TEN 


Ade. ( Fixing ber eye ene upon the 4 1 There! Tis 


done — But another ſtruggle ! But one convulſion more 


Now he is dead—the ſpirit gone —its tenement momentary. 
— There ſoars the liberated ſoul.— Its chains are broken.—A_ 
more than mortal luſtre folds it.— And ſee—an angel takes 


charge of him—leads ' him with unn guidance to the 
throne of God. — There he ſtands !—Sweet babe '—Why 
art thou there alane? Where is thy brother? 


Ott. (Who in the mean time bas crept into a corner, eels aud 


raiſes bis little hands) Dear mother, let me live. 
Ade. (Violently floriled) Ha What ſobs in the dark, there? 
Speak !—Anfſwer me! | 
Ott. (In a tone of ſupplication) It's little Ottomar. | 
Ade. Thou ſtill here! And alone! Where is thy brother ? 
Ott. Oh! There he lies, 
Ade. Tis falſe - Doſt thou not 20 his call? Art thou 
deaf to thy brother's voice? | 
Ott. 1 hear nothing, dear mother. : 
Ade. Hark! — Again —And now a third time Lock 


up! He is ſmiling on us.— Ile beckons —He calls! Quick! 
Quick! Follow him. 


Sbe flabs bim in the breaſt ſeveral times. | 

Ott. (Strikes bath bands upon the wound, and 8 totvard her 
en his knees) Oh mother—oh—poor—little—Ottomar—— 

Ade. Away, baſiliſk! (Stabs bim once more—he falls and dies) 


Ha! That was well aimed !—That hit the vital part !-—-He - 


moves no more — Not one more ſigh !—Triumph ! Tri- 


umph ! L have torn them from the claws of Satan. — There 
they hover, hand in hand.— Their voice is hymns of praiſe, 
their raiment light.— Triumph! Triumph! I laugh at the 


church's ban, and at its threats.—The ſacrifice is offered. 
God looked down, well pleaſed. (Throws the da gger from ber) 
Away! Away to chapel !——Away to ſupplication and 
thankſgiving! (Spies blood upon her hands) Hold !—This is 


blood. —Thus I dare not paſs the threſholds of the 'temple.— 


Thus ſtained with blood, I dare not ſprinkle myſelf with con- 


ſecrated water, nor ſtrike the token of the holy croſs upon 
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my boſom.— I will waſh myſelf, —I will go down to the 
well, where my beloved waits. Ar againſt Willibald) 
What is this ? —Gently ! Gently !—Hiſt !—The chilcren ate 
aſleep, Oh that I may not have been too loud !—See! 
This poor boy mult have ſome horrid dream.—His month 
ſeems contorted, as if he were in pain.—Poor child !—The 
gnats will not ſuffer him to ſleep.— They have ſtung him till 
he bleeds.—Stop ! Stop !—( Tears off her veil and covers Wili- 
bald) There, little beret Sleep in peace !—But what 


have I left for this ?—Shall I, for this boy's fake, tear my 


handſome veil ?—ls it not large enough to cover both ?— - 
Why do you lie at ſuch a diſtance from each other, as if ſome _ 
ſtorm had caſt you hither ?—Let me bring this cloſe to his | 
brother — Gently—ſoftly—that he may not wake,— _ 

She carefully lifts up the body of Ottomar, lays it near that of 
bis brother, Bneels, covers both with the veil, and is buſy in obſerving 
on every ſide, that no bole is left. 


Sir Hugo and Sir Theobald enter, 


We. What art thou doing, Adelaide ? 
Ade. Hiit ! Hiſt ! I have ſung the boys to ſleep. 
Sbe raiſes the weil, and diſcovers the bloody bedies, 

The, Jeſus Maria! 

He flaggers backward to the neareft pillar, agaiaſt which be low, 
without ftrength. His whole frame quivers. His countenance is 
borribly convulſed. His eyes are rivetted upon the bodies, and be 
Bedi not a tear. 

Hu. Heavens! Too late !—Wretched being! What haſt | 


thou done. 


He ſtandi, with both hands claſped, and fixed to the ſpot. | 
Ade. (With the ſmile and air of inſanity) Jung a pretty 


bymn.— The holy Virgin taught me—and, while "ons the 


fweet boys dropped aſleep. 
Hu. Alas! She raves !— | | | 
Ade. Hiſt !—Speak lower, grey kan vn go into the 
garden.—l'll pluck flowers —violets, roſes, pinks and lilies. 
I'll ſcatter them upon my cherubs—and when they wake 
with pleaſant odours round them, they will reward their mo- 
ther with a kiſs for all her care. —Sit down here, old man. 


Beware leſt any breath of wind diſturb the veil—or any 


gnat come near to ſting them. — Huſh!—In a moment I. 


Teturn.,— _ (Runs away 


Hu. (After a pauſe—looks at bis ſon—then at the bodies and 


then towards Heaven) Almighty God! Oh let this ſacrifice to 


ſuperſtitious madneſs be the laſt, and receive theſe — 
ſouls among thy holy hoſt of angels — n 
He #neels, and kiſſes the children. The curtain fall £ 


FI1NIS. 


